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WIDOW OF CRESCENTIUS. 



** L'orage peut briser en an moment lea flenn qui tiennent 
encore la tete levee." 

Mad. de Stabl. 



ADVERTISEMENT, 



' In the reign of Otho III., Emperor of Germany, 
the Romans, excited by their Consul, Cres- 
centius, who ardently desired to restore the 
ancient glory of the republic, made a bold at- 
tempt to shake off the Saxon yoke, and the 
authority of the Popes, whose vices rendered 
them objects of universal contempt. The Con- 
sul was beisieged by Otho in the Mole of Ha- 
drian, which, long afterwards, continued to 'be 
called the Tower of Crescentius. Otho, after 
many unavailing attacks upon this fortress, at 
last entered into negotiations 5 and pledging 
his imperial word to respect the life of Cres- 
centius, and the rights oT the Roman citizens, 
the unfortunate leader was betrayed into his 
power, and immediately beheaded with many 
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ADVERTISEMEMT. 

of his partisans. Stephaiua> his widow> con- 
cealing her aflliction and her resentment for the 
insults to which she had been exposed^ secretly 
resolved to revenge her husband and herself. 
On the return of Otho from a pilgrimage to 
Mount Gargano> which> perhaps^ a feeling of 
remorse had induced him to undertake^ she 
found means to be introduced to him^ and to 
gain his confidence^ and a poison administered 
by her ivas soon afterwards the cause of his 
painful death.**— -iSee Sismondi, History of the 
Italian Republics, vol. i. 



WIDOW OF CRESCENTIUS. 



MEDST Tivoli's luxuriant glades. 
Bright-foaming &Ils^ and olive shades. 
Where dwelt, in days departed long. 
The sons of battle and of song. 
No tree, no shrub its foliage rears> 
But o'er the wrecks of other years. 
Temples aud domes, which long have been 
The soil of that enchanted scene. 



There the wild fig-tree and the vine 
O'er Hadrian's mouldering viUa twine; ' 
The cypress, in funereal grace. 
Usurps the vanish'd column's place ; 
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0*er fallen shrine^ and niin*d frieze. 
The wall-flower rustles in the breeze 5 
Acanthus-leaves the marble hide. 
They once adom'd, in sculptured pride. 
And nature hath resumed her throne 
0*er the vast works of ages flown. 

Was it for this that many a pile. 
Pride of Bissus and of Nile, 
To Anio*s banks the image lent 
Of each imperial monument ? ' 
Now Athens weeps her shatter*d fenes. 
Thy temples, Egypt, strew thy plains ; 
And the proud &brics Hadrian reared. 
From Tibur's rale have disappeared. 
We ne^ no prescient sybil there 
The doom of grandeur to declare 5 
Each stone, where weeds and ivy climb. 
Reveals some oracle of Time j 
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WIDOW OF CRESCENTIl/S. 

Each relic utters Fate's decree^ 
The future as the past shall be. 

Halls of the dead 1 in Tibur's valc> 
Who now shall tell your lofty tale } 
Who trace the high patrician's dome^ 
The bard's retreat, the hero's home } 
When moss-dad wrecks alone record 
There dwelt the world's departed lord ! 
In scenes where verdure's rich array 
Still sheds young beauty o'er decay. 
And sunshine on each glowing hill. 
Midst ruins finds a dwelling stilL 

Sunk is thy palace^ but thy tomb, 
Hadrian ! hath shared a prouder doom, ^ 
Though vanish'd with the days of old 
Its pillars of Corinthian mouldy 
And the fair forms by sculpture wrought. 
Each bodying some immortal thought. 
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Which o*er that temple of the dead. 
Serene, but solemn beauty shed. 
Have found, like glory's self, a grave 
In time's abyss, or Tiber's vrave : * 
Yet dreams more lo%, and more fair. 
Than art's bold hand hath imaged e'er. 
High thoughts of many a mighty mind. 
Expanding when all dse declined, 
. In twilight years, when only they 
Recalled the radiance passed away. 
Have made that ancient pile their home. 
Fortress of freedom and of Rome. 

There he, who strove in evil days. 
Again to kindle glory's rays. 
Whose spirit sought a path of light. 
For those dim ages far too bright, 
Crescentius, long maintain'd the strife. 
Which closed but with its martyr's life. 
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And left th* imperial tomb a name^ 

A heritage of holier fame. 

There closed De Brescia*s mission high^ 

From thence the patriot came to die j * 

And thou^ whose Roman soul the last. 

Spoke with thje voice of ages past, * 

Whose thoughts so long from ear€a. bad fled. 

To mingle with the glorious dead. 

That midst^the world's degenerate mce 

They vainly sought a dwelling-place. 

Within that house of death didst brood 

O'er visions to thy ruiji woo'd. 

Yet, worthy of a brighter lot, 

Bienzi ! be thy faults forgot ! 

For thou, when all around thee lay 

Chain'd in the slumbers of decay ; 

So sunk each heart, that mortal eye 

Had scarce a tear for liberty j 

Alone, amidst the darkness there, 

Couldst gaze on Rome— yet not despair ! ^ 
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*Tis moni> and Nature's richest dyes 
Are floating o*er Italian skies ; 
Tints of transparent lustre shine 
Along the snow-clad Apennine j 
The clouds have left Soracte^s height^ 
And yellow Tiber winds in lights 
Where tombs and fallen fanes have strew'd 
The wide Campagna's solitude. 
*Tis sad amidst that scene to trace 
Those relics of a vanished race ', 
Yet o'er the ravaged path of time> 
Such glory sheds that brilliant dime^ 
Where nature stilly though empires fall> 
Holds her triumphant festival -, 
E*en Desolation wears a smile^ 
Where skies and sunbeams laugh the while ^ 
And Heaven's own lights Earth's richest bloom^ 
Array the ruin and the tomb. 
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But she, who from yon convent tower 

Breathes the pure freshness of the hour -, 

She, whose rich flow of raven hair 

Streams wildly oh the morning air 5 

Heeds not how fair the scene below. 

Robed in ItaHa's brightest glow. 

Though throned midst Lathim's classic plains, 

Th' Eternal City's towers and fanes. 

And they, the Pleiades of earth. 

The seven proud hills of Empire's birth. 

Lie spread beneath : not now her glance 

Roves o^er that vast sublime expanse ; 

Inspired, and bright with hope, 'tis thrown 

On Adrian's massy tomb alone ; 

There, from the storm, when Fteedom fled. 

His faithful few Crescentius led ; 

While she, his anxious bride, who now 

Bends o'er the scene her youthful brow. 

Sought refuge in the hallow'd fane. 

Which then could shelter, not in vain. 
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But now the loft)r strife is o*er. 
And Liberty shall weep no more. 
At length imperial Otho's voice 
Bids her devoted sons rejoice 5 
And he, who battled to restore 
The glories and the rights of yore/ 
Whose accents^ like the clarion's sound. 
Could burst the dead repose around. 
Again his native Rome shall see. 
The sceptred city of the jfree ! 
And young Stephania waits the hour 
When leaves her lord his fortress-tower. 
Her ardent heart with joy elate. 
That seems beyond the reach of &te -, 
Her mien, like creature from above, 
AU vivified with hope and love. 

Fair is her form, and in her eye 
Lives all the soul of Italy ! 
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A ineaning lofty and inspired^ 

As by her native day-star fired 5 

Such wild and high expression^ fraught 

With glances of impassion*d thought^ 

As jfancy sheds in visions bright^ 

O'er priestess of the God of Light ! 

And the dark locks that lend her face 

A youthful and luxuriant grace> 

Wave o*er a cheeky whose kindling dyes 

Seem from the fire wilAun to rise 5 

But deepen*d by the burning heaven 

To her own knd of sunbeams given* 

Italian art that fervid glow 

Would o*er ideal beauty throw^ 

And with such ardent life express 

Her high-wrought dreams of loveliness j—- 

Dreams which^ surviving Empire's fall. 

The shade of glory still recal. 
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But see;— the banner of the brave 
0*er Adrian's tomb hath ceased to wave. 
Tis lowered — and now Stephania's eye 
Can well the martial train descry. 
Who, issuing from that ancient dome. 
Pour through the crowded streets of Rome. 
Now from bar watch-tower on the height. 
With step as fiibled wood-nymph's light. 
She flies — and swift her way pursues. 
Through the lone convent's avenues. 
Dark cypress groves, and fields o'erspread 
With records of the conquering dead. 
And paths which track a glowing waste. 
She traverses in breathless haste; 
And by the tombs where dust is shrined. 
Once tenanted by loftiest mind. 
Still passing on, hath reach'd the gate 
Of Rome, the proud, the desolate ! 
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Throng'd are the streets^ and^ still renew*d> 
Rush on the gathering multitude. 

Is it their high-soul'd chief to greet 
That thus the Roman thousands meet > 
With names that hid their thoughts ascend^ 
Crescentitts^ thine in song to blend 3 
And of triumphal days gone by 
Recall th' inspiring pageantry ? 
-^There is an air of breathless dreads 
An eager glance^ a hurrying tread 3 
And now a fearful silence rounds 
And now a fitM murmuring sounds 
Midst the pale crowds^ that almost seem 
Phantoms of some tumultuous dream. 
Qtiick is each step^ and wild each mien^ 
Portentous of some awful scene. 
Bride of Crescentius ! as the throng 
Bore thee with whelming fwrce along> 
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How did thine anxious heart beat high. 
Till rose suspeiee to agony! 
Too brief suspense, that soon shall close. 
And leave thy heart to deeper woes. 

Who midst yon guarded precinpt stands. 
With fearless mien^ but fettered hands ? 
The ministers of death are nigh> 
Yet a calm grandeur lights his eye 5 
And in his glance there lives a mind. 
Which was not form'd for chains to bind. 
But cast in such heroic mould 
As theirs, th* ascendant ones of old. 
Crescentius ! freedom's daring son. 
Is this the guerdon thou hast won } 
O worthy to have lived and died 
In the bright days of Latium's pride ! 
Thus must the beam of glory close 
O'er the seven hills again that rose. 
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When at thy voice, to burst the yote. 

The soul of Rome indignant woke ? 

Vain dream ! the sacred shields are gone, * 

Sunk is the crowning city's throne:^ 

Th* illusions, that around her cast 

Their guardian spells, have long been past.'** 

Thy life hath been a shot-star*d ray, 

Shed o*er her midnight of decay ; 

Thy death at freedom's ruin'd shrine 

Must rivet every chain— but thine. 

Calm is his aspect, and his eye 
Now Bx*d upon the deep-blue sky. 
Now on those wrecks of ages fled. 
Around in desolation spread ; 
Arch, temple, column, worn and grey. 
Recording triumphs pass'd away 5 
Works of the mighty and the free. 
Whose steps on earth no more shall be, 
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Though their bright course hath left a trace 
Nor years nor sorrows can ^bce. 

Why chaises now the patriot's mmn, 

Erewhile so loftily serene ? 

Thus can approaching death control 

The might of that commanding soul ? 

No !-»Heard ye not that thrilling cry 

Which told of bitterest agony ? 

He heard it^ and> at once subdued. 

Hath sunk the hero's fortitude. 

He heard it^ and his heart too well 

Whence rose that voice of woe can teU ; 

And midst the gazing throngs around 

One well-known form his glance hath found -, 

One fondly loving and belored. 

In griefs in peril, faithful proved. 

Yes, in the wildisess of despair. 

She, his devoted bride, is there. 
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Pale^ breadiless^ through the crowd she flies> 
The light of frenzy m her eyes : 
But ere her arms can dasp the form. 
Which life ere long must cease to warm 3 
Ere on his agonizing breast 
Her heart can heave, her head can rest 5 
Check*d in her course by ruthless hands. 
Mute, motionless, at once she stands ; 
With bloodless cheek and vacant glance. 
Frozen and fix'd in horror's trance ; 
Spell-bound, as every sense w^re fled. 
And thought o*erwhelm*d, and feeling dead 
And the Hght waving of her hair. 
And veil, &r floating on the air. 
Alone, in that dread moment, show 
She is no sculptured form of woe. 

The scene of grief and death is o'er. 
The patriot's heart shall throb no more : 
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But hers^-eo vainly fonn*d to prove 
The pure devotedness of love. 
And draw from fond affection*s eye 
All thought suhliine> all feeUng high^ 
When consciousness again shall vrake. 
Hath now no refuge-^but to break. 
The spirit long inured to paiii 
May smHe at late in calm disdain -, 
Survive its darkest hour, and rise 
In more majestic energies. 
But in the glow of vernal pride. 
If each warm hope at once hath died. 
Then sinks the mind, a blighted flower. 
Dead to the sunbeam and the shower 5 
A broken gem, whose inborn light 
Is scattered — ne*er to re-unite. 



PART II. 



Hast thou a scene that is not spread 

With records of thy glory fled ? 

A monument that doth not tell 

The tale of liberty's farewell ? 

Italia! thou art but a grave 

Where flowers luxuriate o'er the brave. 

And nature gives her treasures birth 

O'er aU that hath been great on earth. 

Yet smile thy beavens as once they smiled. 

When thou wert freedom's fevour'd child : 

Tho* fane and tomb alike are low. 

Time hath not dimm'd thy sunbeam's glow ; 

And robed in that exulting ray. 

Thou seem'st to triumph o'er decoy; 
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O yet, though by thy sorrows bent. 

In nature's pomp magnificent 3 

What marvel if, when all was lost. 

Still on thy bright, enchanted coast. 

Though many an omen wam*d him thence, 

Linger*d the lord of eloquence ? " 

Still gazing on the lovely sky. 

Whose radiance woo*d him — ^bui to die : 

like him toho would not linger ihi&re. 

Where heaven, earth, ocean, all are fair ? 

Who midst thy glowing scenes could dwell. 

Nor bid awhile his griefe farewell ? 

Hath not thy pure and genial air 

Balm for all sadness but despair ? ^' 

No ! there are pangs, whose deep-worn trace 

Not all thy magic can efface ! 

Hearts, by unkindness wrung, may learn 

The world and all its gifts to spurn 3 

Time may steal on with silent tread. 

And dry the tear that mourns the dead 5' 
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May change fond loye> subdue regret> 

And teach e'en vengeance to forget : 

But thou> Remorse ! there is no charm> 

Thy stingy avenger^ to disarm ! 

Vain are bright suns and laughing skies^ 

To sooth thy victim's agonies : 

The heart once made thy burning throne. 

Stilly while it beats, is thine alone. 

In vain &r Otho!s joyless eye 
Smile the fair scenes of Italy> 
As through her landscapes* rich array 
Th' imperial pilgrim bends his way* 
Thy form* Crescentius, on his sight 
Rises when nature laughs in light. 
Glides round him at the midnight hour> 
Is present in his festal bower. 
With awful voice and frowning mien. 
By all but him unheard, imseen. 
Oh ! thus to shadows of the gnive 
Be every tyrant still a slave ! 
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Where through Gargaiio*s woody deU8> 
0*er bending oaks the north-wind swells> ■' 
A sainted hermit*s lowly tcHnb 
Is bo6om*d in umbrageous gloom> 
In shades that saw him live and die 
Beneath their waving canopy. 
'Twas his> as legends teU^ to share 
The converse of immortals there 3 
Around that dweller of the wild 
There '* bright appearances" have smiled^ " 
And angel-wings> at eve> have been 
Gleaming the shadowy boughs between. 
And oft from that secluded bower 
Hath breathedj at midnight's calmer hour> 
A swell of viewless harps> a sound * 
Of warbled anthems pealing round. 
Oh^ none but voices of the sky 
Might wake that thrilling harmony. 
Whose tones, whose very echos made 
An Eden of the londy shade ! 
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Years have gone by; the hennit sleeps 
Amidst Gargano's woods and steeps ; 
Ivy and flowers have half overgrown. 
And veil'd his low^ sepulchral stpne : 
Yet still the spot is holy> still 
Celestial footsteps haunt the hill 3 
And oft the awe-struck mountaineer 
Aerial vesper-hymns may hear> 
Around those forest-precincts float^^^ 
Soft> solemn> dear^ — ^but still remote. 
Oft will Affliction breathe her plaint 
To that rude shrine's departed saint. 
And deem that spirits of the blest 
There shed sweet influence o'er her breast 

And thither Otho now repairs. 

To sooth his soul with vows and prayers , 

And if for him, on holy ground. 

The lost-one. Peace, may yet be found. 
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Midst rocks and fore8ts> by the bed> 
Where calmly sleep the saiiited dead> 
She dwells, remote from heedless eye. 
With Nature's lonely majesty. 

Vain, vain the searcb--his troubled breast 
Nor vow nor penance lulls to rest j 
The weary pilgrimage is o'er. 
The hopes that cheer'd it are no more. 
Then sinks his soul, and day by day. 
Youth's buoyant energies decay. 
The light of health his eye hath flown. 
The glow that tinged his cheek is gone. 
Joyless as one oq whom is laid 
Some baleful spell that bids him fade. 
Extending its mysterious power 
O'er every scene, o'er every hour; 
E'enthusAe withers; and to him, 
Italia's brilliant skies are dim. 
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He withers— in that glorious dime 
Where Nature laughs in scorn of Time 3 
And suns> that shed on all below 
Their fiill and vivifying glow> 
From him alone their power withhold. 
And leave his &eart in darkness cold. 
Earth blooms around him> heaven is fiiir. 
He only seems to perish there. 

Yet sometimes will a transient smile 
Flay o*er his faded cheek awhile. 
When breathes his minstrel-boy a strain 
Of power to luU all earthly pain j 
So wildly sweet> its notes might seem 
Th* ethereal music of a dream, 
A spirit*s voice from worlds unknown. 
Deep thrilling power in every tone ! 
Sweet is that lay, and yet its flow 
Hath language only given to woe -, 
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And if at times its wak^iing swell 
Some tale of glory seems to tell^ 
Soon the proud notes of trimnph die^ 
Lost in a dirge*s harmony : 
Oh ! many a pang the heart hath proved^ 
Hath deeply suffer*d> fondly loved^ 
Ere the sad strain could catch from thence 
Such deep impassion*d eloquence !-^ 
Yes ! gaze on him> that minstrel boy- 
He is no child of hope and joy 3 
Though few his years^ yet haye they been 
Such as leave traces on the mien^ 
And o*er the roses of our prime 
Breathe other blights than those of time. 

Yet> seems his spirit wild and proud> 
By grief unsoften'd and unbow'd. 
Oh ! there are sorrows which impart 
A sternness foreign to the hearty 
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And rushing with an earthquake's power> 
That makes a desert in an hour 3 
Rouse the dread passions in their course> 
As tempests wake the billows' force !— 
'Tis sad> on youthful Guido's hce. 
The stamp of woes like these to trace. 
Oh ! where can ruins awe mankind. 
Dark as the ruins of the mind } 

His mien is lofty> but his gaze 
Too well a T^andering soul betrays : 
His full dark eye at times is bright 
With strange and momentary light. 
Whose quick uncertain flashes throw 
O'er his pale cheek a hectic glow : 
And oft his features and his air 
A shade of troubled mystery wear, 
A glance of hurried wildness, fraught 
With some unfathomable thought. 
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Whate*er that thought^ still> unexpress'd. 

Dwells the sad secret in his breast; 

The pride his haughty brow reveals> 

All other passion well conceals. 

He breathes each wounded feeling's tone^ 

In music's eloquence alone ; 

His soul^s deep voice is only pour*d 

Through his full song and swelling chord. 

He seeks no friend, but shuns the train 
Of courtiers with a proud disdain ; 
And> save when Otho bids his lay 
Its half unearthly power essay. 
In hall or bower the heart to thrill. 
His haunts are wild and lonely still. 
Far distant from the heedless throng. 
He roves old Tiber's banks along. 
Where Empire's desolate remains 
Lie scatter'd o'er the silent plains : 
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Or> lingering midst each niin*d shrine 
That strews the desert Palatine^ 
With mournful^ yet commanding mien> 
Like the sad genius of the scene> 
Entranced in awful thought appears 
To commune wilh departed years. 
Or at the dead of nighty when Rome 
Seems of heroic shades the home ; 
When Tiber's murmuring voice recalls 
The mighty to their ancient halls ; 
When hush'd is every meaner sound. 
And the deep moonlight-calm around 
Leaves to the solexon scene alone 
The majesty of ages flown ; 
A pilgrim to each hero's tomb> 
He wanders through the sacred gloom ; 
And> midst those dwellings of decay. 
At times wiU breathe so sad a lay> 
So wild a grandeur in each tone, 
'Tis like a dirge for empires gone ! 



S9 WIDOW OF C&ISCENTIVS. 

Awake thy pealing harp again. 
But breathe a more exulting strain. 
Young Guido ! for awhile forgot 
Be the dark secrets of thy lot. 
And rouse th' inspiring soul of song 
To speed the banquet's hour along ! — 
The feast is spread 3 and music's call 
Is echoing through the royal hall^ 
And banners wave, and trophies shine. 
O'er stately guests in glittering line -, 
And Otho seeks awhile to chase 
The thoughts he never can erase. 
And bid the voice, whose murmurs deep 
Rise like a spirit on his sleep. 
The still small voice of conscience die. 
Lost in the din of revelry. 

On his pale brow dejection lowers. 
But that shall yield to festal hours : 
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A gloom is in his faded eye^ 

But that from music's power shaU fly : 

His wasted cheek is" wan with care. 

But mirth shall spread fresh crimson there. 

Wake^ Guido ! wake thy numbers high> 

Strike the bold chord exultingly ! 

And pour upon ih* enraptured ear 

Such strains as warriors love to hear ! 

Let the rich mantling goblet flow. 

And banish all resembling woe -, 

And, if a thought intrude, of power 

To mar the bright conyivial hour, 

StiU must its influence lurk unseen. 

And cloud the heart — but not the mien I 

Away, vain dream !— on Otho*s brow. 
Still darker lower the shadows now; 
Changed are his features, now o'erspread 
With the cold paleness of the dead -, 
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Now crimson'd witk a hectic dye^ 

The burmng flush of agony ! 

His lip is quiverings and his breast 

Heaves with convulsive pangs oppressed ', 

Now his dim eye seems fix'd and glazed^ 

And now to heaven in anguish raised ; 

And as^ with unavailing aid> 

Around him throng his guests dismay*d^ . 

He sinks— *while scarce his struggling .breath 

Hath power to falter—" This is death !" 

Then rush'd that haughty child of song^ 
Dark Guido> through the awe-struck throng -, 
Filled with a strange delirious light. 
His kindling eye shone wildly bright. 
And on the sufferer*s mien awhile 
Gazing with stern vindictive smile, 
A feverish glow of triumph dyed 
His burning cheek, while thus he cried : — 
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" Yes ! these are death-pangs— on thy brow 
Is set the seal of vengeance now ! 
Oh ! well was mix*d the deadly draughty 
And long and deeply hast thou quafTd 5 
And bitter as thy pangs may be. 
They are but guerdons meet from me ! 
Yet, these are but a moment's throes. 
However intense, they soon shall close. 
Soon shalt thou yield thy fleeting breath. 
My life hath been a lingering death \ 
Since one dark hour of woe and crime, 
A blood-spot on the page of time ! 

^' Deem'st thou my mind of reason void ? 

It is not phrensied, — but destroyed ! 

Aye ! view the wreck with shuddering thought,—* 

That work of ruin thou hast wrought ! 

" The secret of thy doom to tell. 
My name alone suffices well ! 

D»2 
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Stephania !— once a hero*d bride ! 
Otho ! thou know*st the rest — he died* 
Yes ! trusting to a monarches word. 
The Roman fell, untried, unheard ! 
And thou, whose every pledge was irain. 
How couldst thou trust in aught again } 

" He died, and I was changed — my soul, 
A lonely wanderer, spum'd control. 
From peace, and light, and glory hurVd, 
The outcast of a purer world, 
I saw each brighter hope o*erthrown. 
And lived for one dread task alon^. 
The task is closed — fulfiU*d the vow. 
The hand of death is on thee now. 
Betrayer ! in thy turn betray'd. 
The debt of blood shall soon be paid ! , 
Thine hour is come — the time hath been 
My heart had shrunk from such a scene ; 
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That feeling long is past— my fate 
Hath made me stern as desolate. 

*' Ye that Around me shuddering standi 
Ye chie£i and princes of the land ! 
Mourn ye a guilty monarch's doom ? 
— ^Ye wept not o'er the patriot's tomb ! 
He sleeps imhonour'd — ^yet be mine 
To share his low^ neglected shrine. 
His sotd with freedcmi finds a home^ 
His grave is that of glory — ^Rome ! 
Are not the great of old with her> 
That city of the sepulchre ? 
Lead me to death ! and let me share 
The shmibers of the mighty there !" 

The day departs — that fearful day 
Fades in calm loveliness away : 
From purple heavens its lingering beam 
Seems melting into Tiber^s stream> 
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And softly tints each Roman hill 
With glowing lights as clear and stilly 
As if> unstain'd by crime or woe^ 
Its hours had pass*d in silent flow. 
The day sets calmly — it.hath been 
Marked with a strange and awful scene : 
One guilty bosom throbs no more. 
And Otho's pangs and life are o*er. 
And thou> ere yet another sun 
His burning race hath brightly run> 
Released from anguish by thy foes> 
Daughter of Rome ! shalt find repose- 
Yes I on thy country's lovely sky 
Fix yet once more thy parting eye ! 
A few short hours — and all shall be 
The silent and the past for thee. 

Oh! thus with tempests of a day 
We struggle, and we pass away. 
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Like the wild billows as they sweep> 
Leaying no vestige on the deep ! 
And o'er thy dark and lowly bed 
The sons of future days shall tread. 
The pangs, the conflicts, of thy lot. 
By them unknown, by thee forgot. 
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Note 1, page 5, line 10. 
(yer Hadrian^t mouldering vUla twine. 
** J^etais all^ passer qaelqaes joun seuls k TiroU, Je parcourus 
lea enTiroDs, et snrtoat celles de la Villa Adriana. Sorpris par la 
plnie au miliea de ma course, je me r^fuguu dans les Salles des 
Thermes voisiiis da PAnU (monumens de la 'dlla), sous un figuier 
qui avait reoTene le pau d'un mur en s'^levant. Dans un petit 
salon octogone, ouvert devant moi, nne vigne vierge avait perc6 la 
Tofite de Pedifice, et son gros cep lisse, rouge, et tortneuz, montait 
le long du mor comme un serpent. Autour de moi, h. travers les 
arcades des mines, s'ouvnuent des points de rue sur la Campagne 
Bomaine. Des bolssons de sureau remplissaient les salles d^sertes 
oU yenaient se refugier quelques merles solitaires. Les fragmens 
de magonnerie dtaient tapiss6es de feuilles de scolopendrey dont 
^a verdure satin^e se dessinut comme un traviul en mosaique sur 
la blancheur des marbres : gk et 1^ de hauts cypres rempla^aient 
les coloones tomb^es dans cei palais de k Mort; I'acantfae 
saavage rampait k leurs pieds, sur des debris, comme n la nature 
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s'etait pla k reprodoire sur ces chefii d'oevTre muttl^s d'architecture, 
I'ornement de lear beaat^ passee.''-— CAalcattfrnand, Souvenirt 
d^ltaUe, 



Note 2, page 6, line 10. 

Of each imperial monument t 

The gardens and buildings of Hadrian's villa were copies of the 

■lost celebrated scenes and edifices in his dominions; the LycsBom, 

the Academia, the Prytanenm i(^ Athens, theTempIe of Serapis at 

Alexandria, the Vale of Tempei &c. 

Note 3, page 7, lines 13 and 14. 
5unfc ii thy palace^ but thy tomb, 
Hadrian! hath shared a prouder doom. 
The mausoleum of Hadrian, now the castle of St. Angelo, was 
first couTerted into a citadel by Belisarius^ in his successful defence 
of Rome against the Goths. *' The lover of the arts," says Gibbon, 
*' must read with a sigh that the works of Praxiteles and Lysippus 
were torn from thdr lofty pedestals, and hurled into the ditch on. 
the heads of Ihe besiegers.'* He adds, in a note, that the cele- 
brated sleeping Faun of the Barberini palace was found, in a 
mutilated state, when the ditch of St. Angelo was cleansed under 
Urban Vill. In the middle ages, the moles Hadrian! was made 
a permanent fortress by the Boman government, and bastioa% 
outworks, &c. wera added to the original edifice, which had been 
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stripped of its marble covering, its Corinthian pillars, and the 
brazen cone which crowned its snmmit. 

Note 4, page 8, lines 3 and 4. 

Bave found, Uke glorjft self, a grace 
In timt^s abyss, or Tiber's wave, 
" Les plus beaux monumens des arts, les plus admirables statues 
ont ^t£s jet6es dans le Tibre, et sont cach^es sous ses flots. Qui 
salt si, pour les chercher, on ne le detoumera pas un jour de son lit ? 
Mais quand on songe que les chef d'oeuvres du g^iiie humain sont 
peut-£tre 1^ devant nous, et qu*un ceil plus per^ant les verrait k 
travers les ondes, Pon eprouve je ne sals quelle emotion qui renait 
k Rome sans cesse sons diverses formes, et iiiit trouver nne society 
pour la pens^e dans les objets physiques, mnets partout ailleurs/' 
•^Mad, de StaeL 

Note 5, page 9, Imes 3 and 4. 

Th£re closed De Brescia* s mission high; 

From thence the patriot came to die, 

Arnold de Brescia, the undaunted and eloquent champion of 

Roman liberty, after unremitting efforts to restofie the ancient 

constitution of the republic, was put to death in the year 1 155 by 

Adrian IV. This event is thus described by Sismondi, Histoire 

des Repubiiques Italiennes, Vol. IL pages 68 and 69. " Le 

prefect demeiira dans le chateau Saint Ange avec sonf prisonnier ; 

il le fit transporter un matin sur la place destinee auz executions, 
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devant la porte da peaple. Arnaud de Brescia, 6\ev6 sar ub 
biicher, fot attach^ k un potean, en face du Corso. II pouvoit 
mesurer des yesx les troia lougues rues qui aboutissoieot devant 
aon edia&ud; elles font preaqu' une mmtie de Rome. C'est la 
quliabitoient les hommes qu'il avoit si souvent appel6s k la liberte. 
Us reposoient encore en paix, ignorant le danger de leur legis- 
latear. Le tamalte de Texecution et la flanune du bdcher r^v^il- 
^l^rent les Romains; ils s'armferent, ib accoururent, mab trop 
taid; et les cohortes dn pape reponss^rent, avec leurs lances, 
ceox qui^ n'ajant pa sauver Amaad, Toaloient da moins recaeillir 
aes cendres comme de pr^cieuses reliques." 

Note 69 page 9, tine 6. 
Spoke with the voice of age* past. 
** Posterity will compare the virtues and failings of this extra- 
ordinary man ; but in a long period of anarchy and servitude^ 
the name of Riend has often been celebrated as the deliverer of his 
coontry, and the last of the Roman patriots." — Gibbon** Decline 
and Fall, ^c, vol. xy. page 362. ^ 

Note 1, page 9, line 20. 

Coulditgaic on Rome — yet not despair! 

** Le consul Terentius Varson avoit fui honteusement jusqu'i 

Venouse : cet homme de la plus basse naissance, n*avoit ete clev^ 

au consulat que pour mortifier la noblesse : raaisle senat ne voulut 

pas jour de ce malheureux triomphe ; il vit combieu il 6loit 
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n^cessure qa'il s'attirAt dans cette occauon U amfiance dn people, 
il allJEi aa-devant Varron, et le remercia de ce qa*U n'avoU pas 
disegpiri de la republique/*'^Montetquieu*$ Grmdetar et Decadence 
desRonudns. 

Note 8, page 17, line 3. 
Vain dream I the tacred shieUU are gone. 
Of the sacred bucklers, or ancilia of Rome, which were kept in 
the temple of Mars» Plutarch gives the foUowmg account. " In 
the eighth year of Numa's reign a pestilence prevuled in Italj ; 
Home also felt its ravages. While the people were greatly de- 
jected, we are told that a bra2en buckler fell from heaven into the 
hands of Numa. Of this he gave a very wonderful account, 
received from £geria and the Muses : that the buckler was sent 
down for the preservation of the city, and should be kept with great 
care : that eleven others should be made as like it as possible in 
size and fashion, in order that if any person were disposed to steal 
it, he might not be able to distinguish that which fell from heaven 
from the rest. He farther dechired, that the place, and the 
meadows about it, where he frequently conversed with the Muses, 
should be consecrated to those divinities ; and that the spring 
which watered the ground should be sacred to the use of the Vestal 
Virgins, daily to sprinkle and purify their temple. The im- 
mediate cessation of the pestilence is said to have confirmed the 
truth of this account." — L^eqfNvma* 
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Note 9f page 17, line 4. 
Sunk it the crowning at%ft thnmt* 
** Wlio hath taken this counsel against Tyre, the cnmnmg cUy, 
whose merchants are princes, whose traffickers are the honoorable 
of the earth ^-^Isaiak, chap. 23. 

Note 10, page 17, line 6. 
Their guardian spells, have Img leen past, 
« Un melange bizarre de grandeur d'ame, et de foiblesse 
entroit d^s cette epoque^(l' onzi^me si^cle) dans le caract^re des 
Romains. Un mouvement gen^reux vers les grandes choses 
faisoit place tont-k-coup k I'abattement; ils passoient de la li- 
berie la plus orageuse, i la servitude la plus avilissante. On 
auroit dit que les ruines et les portiques d6serts de la ca- 
pitale du monde, entretenoient ses habitans dans le sentiment 
de leur impuissance; au milieu de ces monumens de leur do- 
mination passee, les citoyens ^prouvoient d'une mani^re trop 
d^coilrageante leur propre nullit£. Le nom des Komuns qu'ils 
portoient ranimoit fr^quemment leur enthousiasme, comme il le 
ranime encore aujourd'hui ; mais bientdt la vue de Rome, du 
forum d6sert, des sept collines de nouveau rendues au paturage 
des troupeaux, ^es temples d^soles, des monumens tombant en ' 
ruine, les rameuoit k senlir qu'ils n'etoient plus les Komains 
d'autrefois."— funumdi, Hittovre des Rfyubliques Italiennes, vol. t . 
p. 172. 

Note 1 1 , page 22, line 6. 
Lingered the lord cf eloquence f 
•* As for Cicero, he was carried to Astyra, where, finding a 



NOTES. 47 

TCisel, he immediately went 00 board, aitd coasted along to 
Circseam with a favourable wind. The pilots were preparing 
immediately to sail from thence, but whether it was that he feared 
the sea, or had not yet given up all his hopes in Cssar, he dis- 
embarked, and travelled a hundred furlongs on foot, as if Rome . 
had been the place of his destination. Bepenting, however, 
afterwards, he left that road, and made again for the sea. He 
passed the night in the most perplexing and horrid thoughts; in- 
somuch, that he was sometimes inclined to go privately into 
Cesar's house and stab himself upon the altar of his domestic 
gods, to bring the divine vengeance upon his betrayer. But he 
was deterred from this by the fear of torture. Other alternatives, 
equally distressful, presented themselves. At last^ he put him- 
self in the hands of his servants, and ordered them to carry him 
by sea to Cajeta, where he had a delightful retreat in the summer, 
when the Etesian winds set in. There was a temple of Apollo on 
that coast, from which a flight of crows came with great noise 
towards Cicen/s vessel as it was making hmd. They perched on 
both sides the sail-yard, where some sat croaking, and others 
pecking the ends of the ropes. All looked upon this as an ill 
omen; yet Cicero went on shore, and, entering his house, lay 
down to repose himself. In the mean time a number of the 
crows settled in the chamber-window, and croaked in the 
most doleful manner. One of them even entered it, and alighting 
on the bed, attempted, with its beak, to draw off the doth^ with 
which he had. covered his face. On sight of this^ the servants 
be^u to reproach themselves* * Shall we,' said they, ' remain 
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to be spectators of our master's morder P Shall we not protect 
him, so innoeent and so great a sufferer as he is, when the brute 
creatures ^ve him marks of their care and attention?* Then 
partly by entreaty, partly by force, they got him into his litter, 
and carried him towards the sea." — PluUarch, L^e iff Cicero* 

Note 12, page 22, line 14. 
Balm for aU sadnas hut despair f 
" Now purer air 
Meets his approach, and to the heart inspires 
Vernal delight and joy, able to drive 
All sadness but despair." — Miltoru ^ 

Note 13, page 84, line 2. 
Cer bending oaks the north'wind sweUt* 
Mount Gargano. « This ridge of mountains forms a very large 
promontory advancing into the Adriatic, and separated from tlie 
Apennines on the west by the plains of Lucera and San Severo. 
We took a ride into the heart of the mountains through shady 
dells and noble woods, which brought to Our minds the venerable 
groves, that in ancient tunes bent with the loud winds sweeping 
along the rugged sides of Garganus. 

* Aquilonibus 
Querceta Gargani laborant 
£t foliis viduantur orni.' — Horace. 

" There is still a respectable forest of evergreen and common 
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oak, pine, hornbeam, chesnat, and manna-asb* The sheltered 
▼alleys are industrionsly cnltivated, and seem to be blest with* 
laxciria&t Tegetation." — Sumbum^t Traveit. 

Note 14, page 34, line 10. 
There *^ bright appearances*' have tmileds 
** In yonder nether world where shall I seek 
His bright appearances, or footstep trace?*' — MiUem, 
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Le Manre ne se Tenge pas parce que sa oolere dare encore, mait 
parce qoe II rengeance seole pent ^carter de sa t6te le poids 
dlnfanue dont il est accabl^. — ^11 se veDge, parce qa*a ses yeux 
11 n*y a qa'une ame basse qui puisse pardooner les affronts, et 
11 noorrit sa raocune, parce que s*il la sentoit s'^teindre, il 
croiroit avec elle, avoir perda one yertu. 

SiSMONDI. 



E^ 



The events with which the following tale is inter- 
v(oven, are related in the " Historia de las 
Guerras civiles de Granada.** They occurred 
in the reign of Abo Abdeli or Abdali> the last 
Moorish king of that city^ called by the Spaniards 
El Rey Chko. The conquest of Granada^ by 
Ferdinand and Isabella, is said, by some histo- 
rians, to have been greatly facilitated by the 
Abencerrages, whose defection was the result 
of the repeated injuries they had received from 
the king, at the inst^tion of the Zegris. One 
of the most beautiM halls of the Alhambra is 
pointed out as the scene where so many of the 
former celebrated tribe were massacred 3 and it 
still retains their name, being called the '^ Sala 
de los Abencerrages.'* Many of the most inter- 
esting did Spanish ballads relate to the events 
of this chivalrous and romantic period. 
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LONELY and still are now thy marble halls. 
Thou fair Alhambra ! there the feast is o*er -, 

And with the murmur of thy fountain-ialls. 
Blend the wild tones of minstrelsy no more. 

Hush*d are the voices, that in years gone by. 
Have moum*d, exulted, menaced, through thy 
towers ^ 

Within thy pillared courts the grass waves high. 
And all uncultured bloom thy fairy bowers. 

Unheeded there the flowering myrtle blows. 
Through tall arcades unmark*d the sunbeam smiles. 

And many a tint of soften*d brilliance throws 
O'er fretted walls, and shining peristyles. 
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And well might Fancy deem thy fabrics lone> 

So vast, so silent, and so ivildly fair. 
Some charm'd abode of Beings all unknown. 

Powerful and viewless, children of the air. 

For there no footstep treads th* enchanted ground. 
There not a sound the deep repose pervades. 

Save winds and foimts, diffusing freshness round. 
Through the light domes and graceful colonnades. 

Far other tones have swell'd those courts along. 
In days romance yet fondly loves to trace,^ 

The dash of arms, the voice of choral song. 
The revels, combats, of a vanished race. 

And yet awhile, at Fancy's potent call. 

Shall rise that race, the chivalrous, the bold ! 

Peopling once more each fair, forsaken haU, 

With stately forms, the knights and chiefs of old. 
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, —The sun declines— upon Nevada's height, 
Thef e dwells a mellow*d flush of rosy light 5 
£aeh soaring pinnacle of mountain snow. 
Smiles in the richness of that parting glow. 
And Darro*s wave reflects each passing dye. 
That melts and mingles in th* empurpled sky. 
Eragrance, exhaled from rose and citron bower. 
Blends with the dewy freshness of the hour : 
Hush'd are the winds, and Nature seems to sleep 
In light and stillness j wood, and tower, and steep. 
Are dyed with tints of glory, only given 
To the rich evening of a southern heaven 5 
Tints of the sun, whose bright farewell is fraught 
With all that art hath dreamt, but never caught. 
— ^Yes, Nature sleeps 5 but not with her at rest 
The fiery passions of the human breast. 
Hark! from th* Alhambra*s towers what stormy 

sound. 
Each moment deepening, wildly swells around ? 
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Those are no tumults of a festal throng. 
Not the %ht zambra> ' nor the choral song : 
The combat raged— 'tis the shout of war, 
'Tis the loud dash of shield and scymitar^ 
Withm the hall of Lions, * where the rays 
Of eve^ yet lingering, on the fountain blaze \ 
There, gurt and guarded by his Z^ri bands. 
And stern in wrath, the Moorish monarch stands ; 
There the strife centres — swords around him wave i 
There bleed the fallen, there contend the brave. 
While echoing, domes return the battle-cry, 
*' Revenge and freedom ! let the tyrant die !" 
And onward rushing, and prevailing still. 
Court, hall, and tower, the fierce avengers fill. 

But first and bravest of that gallant train. 
Where foes are mightiest, charging ne'er in vain 3 
In his red hand the sabre glancing bright. 
His dark eye flashing with a fiercer light. 
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Ardent^ uatired^ scarce conscious that he bleeds^ 
His Aben-Zurrahs' there young Hamet leads ; 
While sweUs his voice that wild acclaim on high> 
'* Revenge and freedom ! let the tyrant die !** 

Yes> trace the footsteps of the warrior's wrath> 

By hehn and corslet shatter*d in his path -, 

And by the thickest harvest of the slain^ 

And by the marble's deepest crimson stain : 

Search through the serried fights where loudest cries 

From triumph^ anguish> or despair arise ; 

And brightest where the shivering felchions glare> 

And where the ground is reddest — ^he is there. 

Yes^ that young arm^ amidst the Zegri host> 

Hath well avenged a sire> a brother^ lost. 

They perish*d — ^not as heroes should have died^ 

On the red field, in victory's hour of pride. 

In all the glow and sunshine of their fiune. 

And proudly smiling as the death-pang came : 
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Oh ! had they thtts expired^ a Dwurior's tear 
Had flow'd^ abnost m triumph^ o*er their bier. 
For thus alone the brave should weep for those^ 
Who brightly pass in glory to repose. 
—Not such their fate — a tyrant's stem command^ 
Doom'd them to fell by some ignoble hand^ 
As, with the flower of all their high-bom race> 
Summoned, Abda]lah*s royal feast to grace. 
Fearless in heart, no dream of danger nigh> 
They sought the banquet's gilded hall — to die. 
Betrayed, unarm'd, they fell— the fountain wave 
Flow'd crimson with the life-blood of the brave. 
Till far the fearful tidings of their &te 
Through the wide city rung from gate ib gate. 
And of that lineage each surviving son, 
Rush'd to the scene where vengeance might be won. 

For this young Hamet mingles in the strife. 
Leader of battle, prodigal of life. 
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Urging his followers/ till their foes beset 
Stand faint and breathless^ but undaunted yet 

Brave Abeu'-Zurrahs^ on ! one effort more, 

f 

Yours is the triumph, and the conflict o*er. 

But lo ! descending o'er the darken'd hall. 
The twilight-shadows fast and deeply faU, 
Nor yet the strife hath ceased— -though scarce they 

know, 
Thvough that thick gloom, the brother from the foe -, 
Till the moon rises with her cloudless ray. 
The peaceful moon, and gives them light to slay. 

Where lurks Abdallah } — *midst his yielding train. 
They seek the guilty monarch, but in vain. 
He lies not numbered with the valiant dead. 
His champions round him have not vainly bled 5 
But when the twilight spread her shadowy veil. 
And his last warriors found each effort fail. 



G2 TH£ ABENCERRAGE. 

In wild despair he fled — a trusted few> 
Kindred in crime, are still in danger true 5 
And o*er the scene of many a martial deed> 
The Vega's4 green expanse^ his flying footsteps lead. 
He passed th' Alhambra's calm and lovely bowers. 
Where slept the glistening leaves and folded flowers 
In dew and starlight— thereirom grot and cave. 
Gushed, in wild music, many a sparkling wave } 
There, on each breeze, the breath of fragrance rose. 
And all was freshness, beauty, and repose* 

But thou, dark monarch ! in thy bosom reign 
Storms that, once roused, shall never sleep again. 
Oh ! vainly bright is Nature in the course 
Of him who flies from terror or remorse ! 
A spell is round him which obscures her bloom. 
And dims her skies with shadows of the tomb ; 
There smiles no Paradise on earth so fair. 
But guilt will raise avenging phantoms there. 
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Abdallah heeds iiot> though the light gale roves 

Fraught with rich odour^ stolen from orange-groyes^ 

Hears not the sounds from wood and brook that rise> 

Wild notes of Nature's vesper-melodies 5 

Marks not^ how lovely^ on the mountain's head^ 

Moonlight and snow their mingling histre spread -, 

But urges onward^ till his weary band^ 

Worn with their toil^ a moment's pause demand. 

He stops> and turnings on Granada's &nes 

In silence gazing, fix'd awhile remains 5 

In stem^ deep silence — o'er his feverish brow^ 

And burning cheeky pure breezes freshly blow> 

But vmit, in fitfril murmurs^ from a&r. 

Sounds, indistinctly fearful, — as of war. 

What ineteor bursts, with sudden blaze> on high> 

0*er the blue clearness of the starry sky ? 

AwM it rises^ like some Genie-form^ 

Seen 'midst the redness of the desert storm, ^ 

Magnificently dread — above, below. 

Spreads the wild splendour of its deepening glow. 
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Lo ! from th* Alhambra's towers the vivid glare 
Streams through the still transparence of the air^ 
Avenging crowds have lit the mighty pyre^ 
Which feeds that waving pyramid of fire -, 
And dome and minaret^ river^ wood/ and height> 
From dim perspective start to ruddy light. 

Oh heaven ! the anguish of AbdaUah's soul^ 

The rage^ though fruitless^ yet beyond control ! 

Yet must he cease to gaze> and riaving fly^ 

For life — such life as makes it bliss to die ! 

On yon green height^ the mosque^ but half reveal*d 

Through cypress-groves, a safe retreat may yield. 

Thither his steps are bent — ^yet oft he tums^ 

Watching that fearful beacon as it hajma. 

But paler grow the sinking flames at last. 

Flickering they fede, their crimson light is past. 

And spiry vapours, rising o*er the scene, 

Mark where the terrors of their wrath have been. 
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And now Ms feet have reached that lonely pile> 
Wh^re grief and terror may repose awhile -, 
Embowered it stands^ 'midst wood and diff on high. 
Through the gray rocks a torrent sparkling nigh ; 
He hails the scene where every care should cease. 
And all— except the heart he brings — ^is peace. 

Thefre is deep stillness in those halls of state. 
Where the loud cries of conflict rung so late ) 
Stillness like that, when fierce the Kamsin's blast 
Hath o'er the dwellings of the desert pass*d.^ 
FearM the. calm— nor voice, nor step, nor breath. 
Disturbs that scene of beauty and of death : 
Those vaulted roofs re-echo not a sound. 
Save the wild gush of waters — murmuring round. 
In ceaseless melodies of plaintive tone. 
Through chambers peopled by the dead alone. 
0*er the mosaic floors, with carnage red. 
Breastplate^^ and shield, and cloven helm are spread 
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In mingled fragments— ^ttering to the light 
Of yon still moon> whose Fay8> yet softly hnght^ . 
Their streaming lustre tremulously shed^ 
And smile> in placid beauty> o'er the dead : 
0*er features^ where the fiery spirit's trace> 
E'en death itself is powerless to efihce> 
Q'er those> who flush'd with ardent youths awoke. 
When glowing mom in bloom and radiance broke^ 
Nor dreamt how near the dkrk and frozem sleep. 
Which hears not Glory callj nor AngM^h weep. 
In the low silent house, the narrow spot. 
Home of forgetfulness^and soon forgot. 

But slowly fede the starsV-the night is o'^-- 
Mom beams on those who hail her light no more ; 
Slumberers who ne'er shall wake on earth again. 
Mourners, who call the loved, the lost, in vain. 
Yet smiles the day— oh ! not for mortal tear 
Doth nature deviate from her cahii career. 



. ^ -> .. *> . 
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Nor is the earth leas laughii^ or less isdr. 
Though breaking hearts her gladness may not share. 
O'er the cold urn the beam of smmner glow8> ' 
O'er fields of blood the z/esghyr freshly blows $ % 
Bright shines the 8un> though aU be dark below. 
And skies arch cloudless o'er a world of woe^ 
And flowers renew'd in spring's green pathway bloom> 
Alike to grace the banquet and the tomb. 

Within Granada's walls the funeral-rite 
Attends that day of loveliness and lights 
And many a chiefs with diiges and with tears> 
Is gathered to the brave of other years : 
And Hamet> as beneath the cypress-shade 
His martyr'd brother and his sire are kid. 
Feels every deep resolve, and burning thought 
Of ampler vengeance, e'en to passion wrought -, 
Yet is the hour afer— and he must brood 
O'er those dark dresams awhile in solitude. 



f2 
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Tumult and rage are hush'd — another day 
In still solemnity hath pass'd away> 
In that deep slumber of exhausted wrath. 
The calm that foUows in the tempest's path. 

And now Abdallah leares yon peaceful fane. 
His ravaged city traversing again. 
No sound of ghidness his approach precedes. 
No splendid pageant the procession leads^ 
Where'er he moves the silent streets along, - 
Broods a stem quiet o'er the sullen throng ; 
No voice is heard — ^but in each alter*d eye. 
Once brightly beaming when his steps were nigh> 
And in each look of those, wIiQse love hath fled 
From all on earth to slumber with the dead. 
Those, by his guilt made desolate, and thrown 
On the bleak wUdemess of life alone. 
In youth's quick glance of scarce-dissembled rage. 
And the pale mien of calmly-mournful age. 
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May well be read a dark and fearM tale 
Of thought that ill th' indignant heart can veil« 
And passion, like the hush'd volcano's power. 
That waits in stillness its appointed hour. 

No more the darion, firom Granada's walls. 

Heard o'er the Vega, to the tourney calls ; . 

No more her graceful daughters, throned on high. 

Bend o'er the lists the darkly-radiant eye; 

Silence and gloom her palaces o'erspread. 

And song is hush'd, and pageantry is fled. 

— ^Weep, feted dty ! o'er thy heroes weep — 

Low in the dust the sons of glory sleep ! 

Furl'd are their banners in the lonely hall. 

Their trophied shields hang mouldering on the wall. 

Wildly their chargers range the pastures o'er. 

Their voice in battle shall be heard no more 3 

And they, who still thy tyrant's wrath survive. 

Whom he hath wrong'd too deeply to forgive. 
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That race> of lin^^ bigh> of worth approved^ 
The cfaiyahrou5> tbe princely^ the beloved 5 
Thine Aben-Zurrahs — they no more shall widd 
In thy proud cause the conquering lance and shield : 
Ck>ndeinned to bid the cherished scenes farewell 
Where the loved ashes of their fsthers dwell> 
And Ur o'er forei^ plains> as exlea roaioai. 
Their land the desert> and the grave their home. 
Yet there is one shall see tiwt race depart. 
In deep, though silent, agony of hearty 
One whose dark &te must be to mourn alone. 
Unseen her sorrows, and their cause unknown. 
And veil her heart, and teach her cheek to wear 
That smile, in which the spirit hath no share ; 
Like the bright beams that shed their fruitless glow 
O'er the cold solitude of Alpine snow. 

Soft, fresh, and silent^ is the midnight hour. 
And the young Zayda seeks her lonely bower 5 
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That Zegri maid^ within whose gentle mind> 
One name is deeply, secretly enshrined. 
That name in vain stern Reason would efface^ 
Hamet ! 'tis thine^ thou foe to all her race ! 

And yet not hers in bitterness to prove 

The sleepless pangs of unrequited love ; 

Pangs, which the rose of wasted youth consume, ' 

And make the heart of aU delight the tomb^ 

Check the free spirit in its eagle-flight. 

And the spring-mom of early genius blight ^ 

Not such her grief— though now she wakes to weep. 

While tearless eyes enjoy the honeynlews of sleep.'' 

A step treads lightly through the dtron-shade. 
Lightly, but by the rustling leaves betray*d^- 
Doth her young hero seek that well-known spot. 
Scene of past hours that ne*er may be foigot ? 
'Tis he — but changed that eye, whose glance of fire 
Could, like a sunbeam, hope and joy inspire. 
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Aa» lumiaoufl with youths with ardor fraught. 
It spoke of glory to the inmost thought > 
Thence the bright spirit's eloquence hath fled. 
And in its wild expression may be read 
Stem thoughts and fieree resolves — now veil*d in 

shade. 
And now in characters of fire pourtray'd. 
Changed e*en his voioe<-»a8 thul its mournful tone 
Wakes in her heart each Ceding of his own. 

'' Zayda, my doom is fix*d^«notfaer day. 
And the wrong'd exile shall be far away ^ 
Far from the scenes where still his heart must be. 
His home of youth, and, more than all — ^from thee. 
Oh ! what a doud hath g|tther*d o'er my lot. 
Since last we met on this &ir tranquil spot ! 
Lovely as then, the soft and silent hour. 
And not a rose hath feuled from thy bower ; 
But I-~my hopes the tempest hath overthrown. 
And changed my heart, to all but thee alone. 
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Far ewell^ high thoughts ! inspuring hopes of praise^ 

Heroic visions of my early days ! 

In me the glories of my race must ead. 

The exile iiath no country to defend ! 

E'en in life's mom^ my dreams of pride are o'er^ 

Youth's buoyant spirit wakes for me no more> 

And one wild feeling in my al$^r'd breast 

Broods darkly o'er this ruins of the rest. 

Yet fear not thou — ^to thee> in good or iU^ 

The hearty so sternly tried^ is faithful still ! 

But when my steps are distant^ and my name 

Thou hear'st no longer in the song of fame^ 

When Time steals oa, in silence to eSace 

Of early love each pure and sacred trace^ 

Causing our sorrows and our hopes to seem 

But as the moonlight pictures of a dream^ 

Still shall thy soul be with me^ in the truth 

And aU the fervor of affection's youth ? 

-—If such thy love, one beam of heaven shall play 

In lonely beauty, o'er thy wanderer's way." 
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*' Ask not/if such my iov« ! oh ! trust the mind 
To grief so long, so silently resign'd ! 
Let the light spirit, ne*er by sorrow taught 
The pure and lofty constancy of thought. 
Its fleeting trials eager to forget. 
Rise with elastic power o'er each regret ! 
Foster*d in tears, our young affection grew. 
And I have leam'd to suliier and be true. 
Deem not my love a frail, ephemeral flower. 
Nursed by soft sunshine and the balmy shower ; 
No ! 'tb the child of tempests, and defies. 
And meets unchanged, the anger of the skies ! 
Too well I fed, with griefs prof^etic heart, 
That^ ne*er to meet in hai^ypier days, we part. 
We part ! and e'en this agonizu^ hour. 
When love first feds his own o'erwhehning power. 
Shall soon to Memory's fix'd and tearful eye 
Seem almost happiness — ^for thou wert nigh ! 
Yes ! when this heart in solitude shall bleed. 
As days to days all wearily succeed> 
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When doom'd to weep in loneliness^ 'twMl be 
Almost like rapture to have wept with thee. 

'* But thou> my Hamet> thou can'st yet bestow 
All that of joy my blighted lot can know. 
Oh ! be thou still the high-soul'd and the brave> 
To whom my first and fondest vows I gave, ' 
In thy proud &me's untamish'd beauty still 
Hie lofty visions of my youth fulfil. 
So shall it soothe me, 'midst my heart's despairi 
To hold undimm'd one glorious image there !" 

** Zayda, my best-beloved ! my words too weU, 
Too soon, thy bright illusions must dispel $ 
Yet must my soul to thee unveil*d be shown. 
And all its dreams and all its passions known. 
Thou shalt not be deceived — for pure as heaven 
Is thy young love, in &ith and fervor given. 
I said my heart was changed — and would thy ihougli* 
Explore the ruin by thy kindred wrought. 
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In fancy trace the land whose towers and fanes^ 
Cnish*d by the earthquake^ strew its ravaged plains> 
And such that heart—where desolation's hand 
Hath blighted all that once Was fair or grand ! 
But Vengeance^ fix*d upon her burning throne^ 
Sits 'midst the wreck in silence and alone. 
And I, in stem devotion at her shrine> 
Each softer feelings but my love, resign. 
-^Yes ! they whose spirits all my thoughts control. 
Who hold dread converse with my thrilling soul^ 
They^ the betray*d> the sacrificed, the brave. 
Who fill a blood-stain*d and untimely grave. 
Must be avenged ! and pity and remorse. 
In that stem cause, are banished from my course. 
Zayda, thoutrembkst — and thy gentle breast 
Shrinks from the passions that destroy my rest; 
Yet shall thy form^ in many a stormy hour. 
Pass brightly o*er my %oul with softening power. 
And oft recalled, thy voice beguile my lot. 
Like some sweet lay, once heard, and ne'er forgot. 
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" But the night wanes — ^the houra too swiftly 'iiy> 
The bitter moment of farewell draws nigh. 
Yet, loved one ! weep not thus — in joy or pain. 
Oh ! trust thy Hamet, we shall meet again ! 
Yes, we shall meet ! and haply smile at last 
On aU the clouds and conflicts of the past. 
On that &ir vision teach thy thoughts to dwell. 
Nor deem these mingling tears 'bur last farewell T^ ; 

Is the voice hush'd, whose loved, expressive tone 
Thrill*d to her heart, and doth she weep alone ? 
Alone she weeps?— that, hour of parting o'er— 
When shall the pang it leaves be felt no more ? 
The gale breathes. light, and Dbuis her bosom fair. 
Showering the dewy rose-leaves o*er her hair 3 
But ne'er for her shall dwell reviving power. 
In balmy dew, soft breeze, or fragrant flower. 
To wake once moce that calm, serene delight. 
The soul's young bloom, which passion's breath 
could blight ; 
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The siniliiig stDlaess of life's moniiiig hour. 
Ere yet the day-star burns in all his power. 

Meanwhile^ through groves of deep hixuriant shade^ 
In the rich foliage of the South array'd, 
Hamet^ ere dawns the earliest blush of day^ 
Bends to the vale of tombs his pensive way* ■ 
Fair is that scene where palm and cypress wave ' 
On high o*er many an Aben-Zurrah^s grave. 
Lonely and fair— its fresh and glittering leaves. 
With the young myrtle th^re the laurel weaves, - 
To canopy the dead*-nor wanting there 
Flowers to the turf, nor fragrance' to the air. 
Nor wood-bird's note, nor &11 of plaintive stream. 
Wild music, soothing to the mourners dream. 
There sleep the chiefs of old^^heir combats o'er, ' 
The voice of glory thrills their hearts no more -, 
Unheard by them th' awakening darion blows ^ 
The sons of war at length in peace repose. 
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. No martial note is in the gale that sighs^ 
Where pnmd their trophied sepulehres arise, 
'Mid founts, and shades, and flowers of brightest 

bloon^ 
As in his natire vale some shepherd's tomb. 

There, wh^re the larees their thickest foliage spread' 
Dark o*er thatjsilent valley of the dead. 
Where two Mr pillars rise, embower*d and lone. 
Not yet With ivy dad, with moss o'ei^rown, 
Yowig Hamet kneels-^while thus his vows are 

pour*d. 
The fearful vows that consecrate his sword. 
^— '' Spirit of him, who first within my mind 
Each loftier aim, each nobler thought enshrined. 
And taught my steps the line of light to trace 
Left by the glcuioufl fathers of my race. 
Hear thou my voice-*f(Hr thine is with me sti]l> 
In every dream its tones my bosom thrill. 
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In the deep calm of midnight they are iiear> 
'Midst busy throngs they vibrate on my ear. 
Still murmuring 'vengeance !*— nor in vain the call> 
Few> few shall triumph in a hero's fall ! t 

Cold as thine own to glory and to iieune^ 
Within my heart there lives one only ahn> 
There^ till th* oppressor for thy fate atone> 
Concentring every thought^ it reigns alone. 
I win not weep — ^revenge, not grief> most be> 
And blood> not tears^ an offering meet for thee^ 
But the dark hour of stem delight will come. 
And thou shalt triumph, warrior ! in thy tomb. 

" ThovL, too, my brother ! thou art pass'd away. 
Without thy fame, in life's Mt dawning day^ 
Son of the brave ! of thee no trace will shine 
In the proud annals of thy lofty line. 
Nor ^hall thy deeds be deathless in the lays 
That hold communion with the after-days. 
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Yet by the'wreaths thou mighf st have nobly won, 
Had*st thou but lived till rose thy noontide sun. 
By glory lost, I swear, by hope betray'd. 
Thy fate shall amply, dearly, be repaid 5 
War with thy foes I deem a holy strife, 
And to avenge thy death, devote my life. 

** Hear ye my vows, O spirits of the slain ! 
Hear, and be with me on the battle-plain 5 
At noon> at midnight, still around me bide. 
Rise on my dreams, and teU me how ye died !** 



END OF THB FIRST CANTO. 



CANTO II. 



- Oh ! ben provvide il Cielo 



Ch* Uom per delitti mai lieto non ua. 

ALnERI. 



Faib land ! of chivalry the old domain^ 
Land of the vine and olive> lovely Spain ! 
Though not for thee with classic shores to vie 
In charms that lEix th* enthusiast's pensive eye 5 
Yet hast thou scenes of beauty^ richly fraught 
With all that wakes the glow of lofty thought 5 
Fountains^ and vales^ and rocks> whose ancient name 
High deeds have raised to mingle with their &me. 
Those scenes are peaceful now : the citron blows^ 
Wild spreads the myrtle, where the brave repose. 

o2 
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No sound of battle swells on Douro's shore^ 
And banners wave on Ebro*s banks no more. 
But who^ unmoved^ unawed> shall coldly tread 
Thy fields that sepulchre the mighty dead ? 
Blest be that soil ! where England*s heroes share 
The grave of chiefs^ for ages slumbering there -, 
Whose names are glorious in romantic lays^ / 
The wild, sweet chronicles of elder days> 
By goatherd lone> and rude serrano sung. 
Thy cypress dells, and vine-clad rocks among. 
How oft those rocks have echo'd to the tale 
Of knights who fell in Roncesvalles' vale -, 
Of him, renown* d in old heroic lore. 
First of the brave, the gallant Campeador 3 
Of those, the famed in song, who proudly died. 
When '' Rio Verde" roU'd a crimson tide -, 
Or that high name, by Garcilaso^s might. 
On the green Vega won in single fight.® 

Rodnd.fdf Gran^a, deepening from afar, 
O er that green Vega rose the din of war. 
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At morn or eve no more the swibeams shone 
O'er a calm scene^ in pastoral beauty lone ; 
On helm and corslet tremulous they glanced^ 
On shield and spear in quivering lustre danced. 
Far as the sight by clear Xenil could rove. 
Tents rose around, and banners waved above. 
And steeds in gorgeous trappings, armour bright 
With gold, reflecting every tint of light. 
And many a floating plume, and blazon*d shield. 
Diffused romantic splendor o*er the field. 

There swell those sounds that bid the life-blood start 
Swift to the mantling cheek, and beating heart. 
The clang of echoing steel, the chargers neigh. 
The measured tread of hosts in war*s array; 
And oh ! that music, whose exulting breath 
Speaks but of glory on the road to death 5 
In whose wild voice there dwells ihspiring power 
To wake the stormy joy of danger's hoiu* j 
To nerve the arm, the spirit to sustain. 
Rouse from despondence, and support in pain -, 
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And midst the deepening tumults of the strife^ 
Teach every pulse to thrill with more than life. 

High o'ier the caxap, in many a broider'd fold. 
Floats to the wind a standard rich with gold : 
There, imaged on the cross, his form appears. 
Who drank for man the bitter cup of tears. ^ 
His form, whose word recalled the spirit fled. 
Now borne by hosts to guide them o'er the dead ! 
O'er yon &ir walls to plant that cross on high, 
Spain hath sent forth her flower of chivalry. 
Fired with that ardor, which, in days of yore. 
To Syrian plains the bold crusaders bore ^ 
Elate with lofty hope, with martial zeal. 
They come, the gallant children of Castile ^ 
The proud, the calmly dignified: — and there 
£bro*s dark sons with haughty mien repair. 
And those who guide the fiery steed of wlir 
From yon rich province of the western star. '^ 



THE ABENCEBRAGE.. 87 

But thou^ conspicuous midst the glittering 8cene> 
Stern grandeur stamp*d upon thy princely mien -, 
Known by the foreign garb^ the silvery vest^ 
The snow-white charger, and the azure crests " 
Young Aben-Zurrah ! midst that host of foes. 
Why shines tki/ helm, thy Moorish lance } Discloa^ ! 
Why rise the tents, where dwell thy kindred train, 
O son of Afric, midst the sons of Spain ? 
Hast thou with these thy nation's fall conspired. 
Apostate chief ! by hope of vengeance fired ? 
How art thou changed ! Still first in every fight, 
Hamet, the Moor ! Castile's devoted knight ! 
There dwells a fiery lustre in thine eye. 
But not the light that shone in days gone by ; 
There is wild ardor in thy look and tone. 
But not the soul's expression once thine own. 
Nor aught like peace within. Yet who shall say 
What secret thoughts thine inmost heart may sway ? 
No eye but heaven's may pierce that curtain'd breast, 
AVhose joys and griefs alike are unexprest. 
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There hath been combat on the tented plami 
The Vega's turf is red with many a stain^ 
And rent and trampled^ banner^ crests and shield^ 
Tell of a fierce and well-contested field j 
But aU is peaceful now — the west is bright 
With the ri^h splendor of departing light -, 
Mulhacen's pea](> half lost amidst the sky> 
Glows like a purple eyening-doud on high> 
And tints that mock the pencil's art o'erspread 
Th* eternal snow that crowns Veleta's head^ " 
While the warm sunset o*er the landscape throws 
A solemn beauty^ and a deep repose. 
Closed are the toils and tumults of the day^ 
And Hamet wanders from the camp away> 
In silent musings rapt : — ^the slaughter'd brave 
Lie thickly strewn by Darro's rippling wave. 
Soft fall the dews— but other drops have dyed 
The scented shrubs that fringe the river side^ 
Beneath whose shade^ as ebfting life retired^ 
The wounded sought a shelter^ — and expired. '* 
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haaely, and lost in thoughts'of other dayd> 

By the bright windings of the stream he strays^ 

Till: more remote from battle's ravaged scene^ 

All is repose^ and solitude serene. 

There^ 'neath an olive's ancient shade reclined^ 

Whose rustling foliage waves in evening's wind. 

The harassed warrior, yielding to the power. 

The mild sweet influence of the tranquil hour. 

Feels by degrees a long forgotten calm 

Shed o'er his troubled soul unwonted bahn -, 

His wrongs, his woes, his dark and dubious lot. 

The past, the fature, are awhile forgot -, 

And Hope, scarce own'd, yet stealing o'er his breast. 

Half dares to whisper, " Thou shalt yet be blest !" 

Such his vague musings — ^but a plaintive soimd 
Breaks on the deep and solemn stillness round -, 
A low, half-stifled moan, that seems to rise 
From life and death's contending agonies. 
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He turns : Who shares with hun that lonely shade ? 

—A youthful warrior on his death-bed laid. 

All rent and 8tain*d his broider'd Moorish restj 

The corslet shattered on his bleeding breast ; 

In his cold hand the broken fiilchion strain*d. 

With lifers last force convulsively retained -, 

His plumage.soil'd with dust, with crimson dyed. 

And the red lance in fragments by his side ; 

He lies forsaken — ^pillow*d on his shield, . 

His helmet raised, his lineaments reveal'd. 

Pale is that quivering Up, aUd vanish'd now 

The light once throned on that commanding brow ; 

And o*er that fading eye, sliU upward cast. 

The shades of death are gathering dark and &8t. 

Yet as yon rising moon her light serene 

Sheds the pale olivets waving boughs between. 

Too well can Hamet's conscious heart retrace. 

Though changed thus fearfully, that pallid face, 

Whose every feature tp his soul conveys 

Some bitter thought of long departed days. 
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'' Oh ! is it thu8,** he cries, " we meet at last ? 
Friend of my soul, in years for ever past ! 
Hath fate but led me hither, to behold 
The last dread struggle, ere that heart is cold. 
Receive thy latest agonizing breathy 
And with vain pity soothe the pangs of death ? 
Yet let me bear thee hence — while life remains. 
E'en though thus feebly circling through thy veins. 
Some healing bahn thy sense may stlU revive, 
Hope is Jiot lost, — and Osmyn yet may live ! 
And blest were he, whose timely care should save 
A heart so noble, e'en from glory's grave." 

Roused by those accents, from his lowly bed. 

The dying warrior faintly lifts his head ; 

O'er Hamet's mien, with vague, uncertain gaze. 

His doubtM glance awhile bewilder'd strays } 

Till, by degrees, a smile of proud disdain 

Lights up th6se features late convulsed with pain 3 
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A quivering radiance flashes from his eye. 
That seems too pure, too full of soul, to die 5 
And the mind's grandeur, in its parting hour. 
Looks from that brow with more than wx»nted power. 

" Away!" he cries, in accents of command. 

And proudly waves his cold and trembling hand, 

" Apostate, hence ! my soul shall soon be free. 

E'en now it soars, disdaining aid from thee : 

'Tis not for' thee to close the fading eyes • 

Of him who faithfrd to his country dies -, 

Not for thi/ hand to raise the drooping head 

Of him who sinks to rest on glory's bed. 

Soon shall these p'angs be closed, this conflict o'er. 

And worlds be mine where thou canst never soar : 

Be thine, existence with a blighted name. 

Mine the bright death which seals a warrior's feme !" 

The glow hath vanished from his cheek— his eye 
Hath lost that beam of parting energy -, 
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Frozen and fix*d it seems^his brow is chill 3' 
One struggle more> — ^tliat noble bea^ is still. 
Departed warrior ! were thy mortal tbroes> 
Were thy last pangs, &e Nature found repose^ 
More keen^ more bitter, than th' envenomed dart. 
Thy dying words have left in Hamet*s heart ? 
Th^ pangs were transient 3 his shall sleep no more 
Till life's delirious dream itself is o*er 3 
But thou shalt rest in glory, and thy grave 
Be the pure altar of the patriot brave. 

Oh, what a change that little hour hath wrought 
In the high spirit, and Unbending thought ! 
Yet, from himself each keen regret to hide. 
Still Hamet struggles with indignant pride 3 
While his soul rises, gathering all its force. 
To meet the fearful conflict with remorse. 

To thee, at length, whose artless love hath been 
His own, unchanged, through many a stormy scene 3 



94 THE ABEKCERRAOE. 

Zayda ! to thee his heart for refuge flies ; 
Thou still art faithful to affection s ties. 
Yes ! let the world upbraid^ let foes contemn^ 
Thy gentle breast the tide will firmly stem -, 
And soon thy smile^ and soft consoling voice^ 
Shall bid his troubled soul again rejoice. 

Within Granada's walls are hearts and hands. 
Whose aid in secret Hamet yet commands -, 
Nor hard the task, at some propitious hour^ 
To win his silent way to Zayda*s bower. 
When night and peace are brooding o'er the world. 
When mute the clarions, and the banners furFd. 
That hour is come — and o'er the wrms he bears 
A wandering fake's garb the chieftain wears : 
Disguise that ill from piercing eye could hide 
The lofty port, and glance of martial pride 5 
But night befriends — through paths obscure he pass'd. 
And haiVd the lone and lovely scene at last ; 



THE ABENCERRAGt:. 95 

Young Zayda's chosen haunts the fair alcove. 

The sparkling fountain^ and the orange grove ; 

Calm in the moonlight smiles the still retreat. 

As form*d alone for happy hearts to meet. 

For happy hearts ? — not such is hers, who there 

Bends o*er her lute, with dark, unbraided hair ; 

That maid of Zegri race, whose eye, whose mien. 

Tell that despair her bosom*s guest hath been. 

So lost in thought she seems, the warrior*s feet 

Unheard approach her solitary seat. 

Till his known accents every sense restore— 

'* My own loved Zayda ! do we meet once more?'* 

She starts, she tum^^the lightning of smrprise. 

Of sudden rapture, flashes from her eyes ; 

But that is fleeting — it is past — and now 

Far other meaning darkens o*er her brow ; 

Changed is her aspect, and her tone severe, 

" Hence, Aben-Zurrah ! death surrounds thee here !"" 
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" Zayda ! what means that glance, unlike thine own ? 
What, mean those words^ and that unwonted tone ? 
I will not deem thee changed— -but in thy face. 
It is not joy, it is not love, I trace ! 
It was not thus in other days we met : 
Hath time, hath absence, taught thee to forget ? 
Oh ! speak once more — ^these rising doubts dispel 5 
One smile of tenderness, and all is well !" 

^' Not thus we met in other days !•— oh no ! 
Thou wert not, warrior, then thy country's foe ! 
Those days are past — we ne*er shall meet again 
With hearts aU warmth, all confidence, as then. 
. But ihy dark soul no gentler feelings sway. 
Leader of hostile bands ! away, away! 
On in thy path of triimiph ahd of power. 
Nor pause to raise from earth a blighted flower." 

*' And thou too changed ! thine early vow forgot ! 
This, this alone was wanting to my lot ! 
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Exiled and scom'd> of every tie bereft^ 

Thy love, the desert*s lonely fount, was lefk j ' 

And thou, my soul's last hope, its lingering beam^ 

Thou, the good angel of each brighter dream, 

Wert all the barrenness of life possest. 

To wake one soft affection in my breast ! 

That vision ended — fate hath nought in store 

Of joy or sorrow e'er to touch me more. 

Go, Zegri maid ! to scenes of sunshine fly. 

From the stem pupil of adversity ! 

And now to hope, to confidence, adieu ! 

If thou art fedthless, who shall e'er be true ? " 

" Hamet ! oh, wrong me not ! — I too could speak 
Of sorrows — trace them on my &ded cheek. 
In the sunk eye, and in the wasted form, 
That.tell the heart hath nursed a canker-worm ! 
But words were idle — ^read my sufferings there. 
Where grief is stamped on all that once was feir. 
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Oh ! wert thou still what once I fondly deem*d^ 
All that thy mien expressed, thy spirit seem'd> 
My love had been devotion-*till in death 
Thy name had trembled on my latest breath. 
But not the chief who leads a lawless band^ 
To crush the altars of his native land } 
Th' apostate son of heroes^ whose disgrace 
Hath stain*d the trophies of .a glorious race ; 
Not him I loved*— but one whose youthful name 
Was pure and radiant in unsullied fame. 
Hadst thou but died^ ere yet dishonour's doud 
0*er that young name had gathered as a shroud^ 
I then had moum*d thee proudly — and my grief 
In its own loftiness had found relief ; 
A noble sorrow, cherish*d to the last. 
When every meaner woe had long been past. 
Yes ! let Affection weep — no common tear 
She sheds, when bending o'er a hero's bier. ' 
Let Nature mourn the dead — a grief like this. 
To pangs that rend m^ bosom, had been bliss !" 
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^' High-minded maid ! the time admits not now 

To plead my cause^ to vindicate my vow. 

That vow> too dreads too solemn to recall^ 

Hath urged me onward^ hi^ply to my &U» 

Yet this believe — no meaner aim inspires 

My soiil^ no dream of poor ambition fires. 

No ! every hope of power^ of triumph, fled. 

Behold me but th' avenge of the dead I 

One whose changed heart no tie, no kindred knows. 

And in thy love alone hath sought repose^ 

Zayda ! wUt thou his stem accuser be ? 

False to his country, he is true to thee ! 

Oh, hear me yet ! — ^if Hamet e'er was dear. 

By our first vows, our young affection, hear I 

Soon must this iair and royal city fall. 

Soon shall the cross be planted on her wall ; 

Then who can tell what tides of blood may flow. 

While her fanes echo to the shrieks of woe ? 

Fly, fly with me, and let me bear thee far 

From horrors thronging in the path of war : 
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Fly ! and repose in safety-^till the blast 
Hath made a desert in its course— and past \^ 

** Thou that wilt trimnph when the hour is corner 
Hasten'd by thee, to seal thy country's doom. 
With thee from scenes of death shall Zayda fly 
To peace and safety ? — ^Woman too can die ! 
And die exultmg, though unknown to fame. 
In all the stainless beauty of her name ! 
Be mine umnurmuring, imdismay*d, to ^are 
The fate my kindred and my sire must bear. 
And deem thou not my feeble heart shall fail. 
When the clouds gather, and the blasts assail ; 
Thou hast but known me ere the trying hour 
Call*d into life my spirits latent power > 
Bun have energies that idly slept. 
While withering o'er my silent woes I wept. 
And now, when hope and happiness are fled. 
My soul is firm— for what remains to dread \ 
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Who shall have power to suffer and to bear^ ' 
If strength and courage dweU not with Despair ? 

*' Hamet, &rewell I — ^retrace thy path again^ 
To join thy brethren on the tented plain. 
There wave and wood in mingling murmurs teU^ 
How> in far other cause^ thy fathers fell ! 
Yes ! on that soil hath Glory*s footstep been> 
Names unforgotten consecrate the scene ! 
Dwell not the souls of heroes round thee there. 
Whose voices call thee in the whispering air ? 
Unheard, in vain, they call — ^their fiJlen son 
Hath stain*d the name those mighty spirits won. 
And to the hatred of the brave and free 
Bequeathed his own, through ages yet to be !" 

It 
Still as she spoke, th' enthusiast*s kindling «ye 
Was lighted up with inborn majesty. 
While her fair form and youthful featurf^ caught 
All the proud grandeur of heroic thought. 
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Severely beauteous'^ : awe-struck and amazed^ 

In sUeni trance awbfle the warrior gazed 

As on some lofty yision*— for she seem*d 

One all inspired— each look with glory beam'd^ 

While brightly bursting through its doud of woes^ 

Her soul at once in all its light arose. 

Oh ! ne*er had Hamet deem'd there dwelt enshrined 

In form so fragile that unconquer*d mind^ 

And fix'd> as by some high enchantment^ there^ 

He stok>d — till wonder yielded to despair. 

** The dream is Tanish*d — daughter of my foes ! 
Beft of each hope the lonely wanderer goes. 
Thy words hare pierced his soul — ^yet deem thou not 
Thou could*st be once adored^ and e*er forgot ! 
O form'd for happier love ! heroic maid ! 
In grief sublime^ in danger undismay'd^ 
Farewell, and be thou blest ! — all words were vain 
From him who ne*er may view that form again j 



THE ABEKCER&AGC. 103 

Him, whose sole thought^ resembling bliss> must be> 
He hath been loved, once fondly loved, by thee!" 

And is the warrior gone ? doth Zayda hear 

His parting footstep, and without a tear ? 

Thou weep'st not, lofty maid ! — yet who can tell 

What secret pangs within thy heart may dwell ? 

Thet/ fed not least, the fiito, the high in soul. 

Who best each feeling's agony control. 

Yes ! we may judge the measure of the grief 

Which finds in Misery's eloquence relief^ 

But who shall pierce those depths of silent woe. 

Whence breathes no language, whence no tears may 

flow? 
The pangs that many a noble breast hath proved. 
Scorning itself thatthus it cotdd be moved ? 
He, He alone, the inmost heart who knows. 
Views all its weakness, pities all its throes. 
He who hath niercy when mankind contemn. 
Beholding anguish — ^all unknown to them. 
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Fair city ! thou> that 'midst thy Btatdy fanes 
And gilded minarets^ towering o*er the plains. 
In eastern grandeur proudly dost arise 
Beneath thy canopy of deep-blue skies^ 
While streams that bear thee treasures in their wave>' ^ 
Thy citron-groves and myrtle-gardens lave -, 
Mourn ! for thy doom is fix'd — ^the days of fear. 
Of chains, of wrath, of bitterness, are near ! 
Within, around thee, are the trophied graves 
Of kings and chiefs — ^their children shall be slavjes. 
Fair are thy halls^ thy domes majestic swell. 
But there a race who rear'd them not shall dwell ; 
For *midst thy councils Discord still presides. 
Degenerate fear thy wavering monarch guides. 
Last of a line whose regal spirit flown 
Hath to their offspring but bequeathed a throne. 
Without one generous thought, or feeling high^ 
To teach his soul how kings should live and die. 

A voice resounds within Granada*s wall. 
The hearts of warriors echo to its call. '* 
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Whose are ttsoae tones with power electric fraught^ 
To reach the source of pure exalted thought ? 

See on a fortress-tower^ with beckoning hand^ 

A form> majestic as a prophet^ stand ! 

His mien is all impassioned — ^and his eye 

Fill*d lyith a light whose fountain is on high ; 

Wild on the gale his silvery tresses flow. 

And inspiration beams upon his brow. 

While thronging round him breathless thousands 

gaze. 
As on some mighty seer of elder days. 

*' Saw ye the banners of Castile displayed. 
The helmets glittering and the line array*d ? 
Heard ye the march of steel-clad hosts }" he cries, 
'* Children of conquerors ! in your strength arise ! 
O high-bom tribes ! O names unstain'd by fear ! 
Azarques, Zegris, Almoradis, hear I ^^ 
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Be every fead forgotten^ and your hands 

Dyed with no blood but that of hostile bands.'* 

Wake> princes of the land ! the hour is come^ 

And the red sabre must decide your doom. 

Where is that spirit which prcvaiVd of yore. 

When Tank's bands o'erspread the western shore ? *• 

When the long combat raged on Xeres' plain, ^ 

And Afric*s tecbir swell'd through yielding Spain?** 

Is the lance broken, is the shield decayed. 

The warrior's arm unstrung, his heart dismay*d ? 

Shall no high spirit of ascendant worth 

Arise to lead the sons of Islaiii forth ? 

To guard the regions where our fathers' blood 

Hath bathed each plain, and mingled with each flood. 

Where long their dust hath blended with the soil. 

Won by their swords, made fertile by their toil ? 

*' O ye Sierras of eternal snow ! 

Ye streams that by the tombs of heroes flow. 
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Woods^ fountsuns^ rocks^ of Spain! ye saw their 

might 
In many a fierce and wiforgotten fight ! 
Shall ye behold their lost^ degenerate race^ 
Dwell 'midst your scenes in fetters and disgrace V 
With each memorial of the past aromid^ 
Each mighty monument of days renown*d ? 
May this indignant heart ere then be cold. 
This frame be gathered to its kindred mould ! 
And the last life-drop circling through my veins 
Have tinged a soil untainted yet by chains ! 

** And yet one struggle ere our doom is seal'd. 
One mighty effort, one deciding field ! 
If vain each hope, we still have choice to be. 
In life the fetter'd, or hi death the free !'* 

Still while he speaks, each gallant heart beats high^ 
And ardor flashes from each kindling eye > 
Youth, manhood, age, as if inspired, have cai^ht 
The glow of lofty hope and daring thought. 
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And all is hushed around — as every sense 
Dwelt on the tones of that wild eloquence. 

But when his voice hath ceased, th' impetuous cry - 

Of eager thousands hursts at once on high; 

Rampart, and rock, and fortress, ring around^ 

And fiedr Alhambra*s inmost halls resound. 

'' Lead us, O chieftain ! lead us to the strife. 

To £une in death, or liberty in life !" 

O zeal of noble hearts ! in vain displayed ! 

High feeling wasted ! generous hope betray'd ! 

Now, while the biuning spirit of the brave 

Is roused to energies that yet might save. 

E'en now, enthusiasts ! while ye rush to claim 

Your glorious trial on the field of fame. 

Your king hath yielded ! Valour's dream is o'er -, 

Power, wealth, and freedom, are your own no more j 

And for your children's portion, but remains. 

That bitter heritage — the stranger's chains. 

£XI> OF THE SECOND CANTO. 



CANTO III. 



Fermossi al fin 3 oor che balcb tanto. 

HlPPOUTO PlMDmOMTB, 



Heroes of elder days ! untaught to yields 
Who bled for Spain on many an ancient field. 
Ye, that around the okken cross of yore «• 
Stood firm and fearless on Asturia*s shore. 
And with your spirit, neW to be subdued, 
Hallow'd the wild Cantabiian solitude -, 
Rejoice amidst your dwellings of repose. 
In the last chastening of your Moslem foes ! 
Rejoice ! — for Spain, arising in her strength. 
Hath burst the remnant of their yoke at length} 
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And they in turn the cup of woe must drain> 
And bathe then* fetters with their tears in vain. 

And thou> the warrior bom in Jiafpy hour^^ 
Valencia's lord> whose name alone was power^ 
Theme of a thousand songs in days gone by^ 
Conqueror of kings ! exults O Cid ! on high. 
For still 'twas thine to guard thy country's weal^ 
In life> in deaths the watcher for Castile ! 

Thou^ in tiiat hour when Mauritania's bands 
Rush'd firom their pahny groves and burning lands^ 
E'en in the reahn of spirits didst retain 
A patriot's vigilance^ remembering Spain !*^ 
Then^ at deep midnight^ rose the mighty sound. 
By Leon heard, in shuddering awe profound. 
As through her echoing streets, in dread array. 
Beings, once mortal, held their viewless way \ 
Voices, from worlds we know not — ^and the tread 
Of marching hosts, the armies of the dead. 
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Thou and thy buried chieJEtains— from the grave 

Then did thy summons rouse a kmg to save^ 

And join thy warriors with unearthly might 

To aid the rescue in Tolosa's fight. 

Those days are past— the crescent on thy 6hore> 

O reahn of evening ! sets> to rise no more.^ 

What banner streams from high Comares* tower ?** 

The cross> bright ensign of Iberia's power ! 

What the glad shout of each eaoilting voice ? 

Castile and Arragon ! rejoice> rejoice ! 

Yielding free entrance to victorious foes, * 

ThQ Moorish city sees her gat^ unclose^ 

And Spain's proud host> with pennon^ shield^ and 

lance^ 
Through her long streets in knightly garb advance. 

Oh ! ne'er in lofty dreams hath Fancy's eye 
Dwelt on a scene of statelier pageantry^ 
At joust or tourney, theme of poet's lore. 
High masque, or solemn festival of yore. 
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The glided cupolas, that proudly rise 
O'erarch'd by cloudless and cerulean skies> 
Tall minarets^ shining mosques^ barbaric towers^ 
Fountains and palaces, and cypress bowers ; 
And they, the splendid and triumphant throng. 
With helmets glittering as they move along, 
With broider'd scarf, and gem-bestudded mail. 
And graceful plumage streaming on the gale 5 
Shields, gold-emboss*d, and pennons floating far. 
And all the gorgeous blazonry of war. 
All brighten*d by the rich transparent hues 
That southern suns o*er hearen and earth diffuse ; 
Blend in one scene of glory, fbrm*d to throw 
0*er memory's page a never-fading glow. 
And there too, foremost 'midst the conquering brave^ 
Your azure plumes, O Aben-Zurrahs ! wave. . 
There Halnet moves 5 the chief whose lofky port 
Seems nor reproach- to shim, nor praise to court. 
Calm, stem, collected— yet within his breast 
Is there no pang^, no struggle unconfest : 
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If such there be> it still must dwell unseen. 
Nor doud a triumph with a sufferer's mien. 

Hear*st thou the solemn, yet exulting sound. 
Of the deep anthem floating far around > 
The choral voices, to the skies that raise 
l%e full majestic harmony ol praise ? 
Lo ! where, surrounded by their princely train, 
lityey come, the sovereigns of rejoicing Spain, 
Borne on their trophie4 car—- lo ! bursting thence 
A blaze of chivalrous magnificence ! 

Onward their slow and stately course they bend 
To where th' Alhambra's ancient towers ascend, 
Rear*d and adom*d by Moorish kings of yore. 
Whose lost descendants there shall dwell no more. 

They reach those towers — ^irregularly vast 
And rude they seem, in mould barbaric cast i^ 

I 



114 THE ABCNCERRAGE. 

They eiiter«--io their wondering sight is given 

A Genii palace — ^an Arabian heaven ! ^ 

A scene by ma^c raised, so strange, so fair. 

Its forms and colours seem alike of air. 

Here, by sweet orange-boughs, half shaded o*er. 

The deep dear bath reveals its marble floor. 

Its margin fringed with flowers, whose glowing hues 

The calm transparence of its wave suffuse. 

There, round the court where Moorish arches bend. 

Aerial columns, ridily deck*d, ascend -, 

Unlike the models of each classic race. 

Of Doric grandeur, or Corinthian grace. 

But answering well each vision that portrays 

Arabian splendor to the poet*s gaze : 

Wild, wondrous, brilliant, all'— a mingling glow 

Of rainbow-tints, above, around, below j 

Bright-streaming from the many-tinctured veins 

Of precious marble — and the vivid stains 

Of rich mosaics o*er the light arcade. 

In gay festoons and fairy knots displayed. 
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. On Uirough th* enchanted realm> that only seems 
Meet for the radiant creatures of our dreams^ 
The royal conquerors pass*— while still their sight 
On some new wonder dwells with fresh delight. 
Here the eye roves through slender colonnades^ 
0*er bowery terraces and myrtle shadest 
Dark olive-woods beyond, and far on high 
Tlie vast Sierra, mingling with the sky. 
There, scattering far around their diamond spray. 
Clear streams from founts of alabaster play. 
Through pillar'd haUs, where exquisitely wrought 
Rich arabesques, with glittering foliage fraught, 
Surmoimt each fretted arch, and lend the scene 
A wild, romantic, oriental mien : 
While many a verse, from eastern bards of old. 
Borders the walls in characters of gold. ^ 
Here Moslem-luxury, in her own domain> 
Hath held for ages her voluptuous reign 
'Midst gorgeous domes, where soon shall silence brood. 
And all be lone^a splendid solitude. 

I 2 
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Now wake their echos to a thousand songs, 
IVom mingling voices of exulting throngs -, 
Ttonhour, and flute> and atabal, are there, ^ 
And joyous clarions pealing on the air. 
While eyery hall resounds, '' Granada wcmi ! 
Granada! for Castile and Airagon !** ^' 

Tis night^— from dome and tower, in dazzling niaze. 

The festal lamps innumerably blaze ; ^* 

Through long arcades their quivering lustre gleams. 

From every lattice tremulously streams, 

'Midst orange-gardens plays on fount and rill. 

And gilds the waves of Darro and Xenll 3 

Bed flame the torches on each minaret*s height. 

And shines each street an avenue of light -, 

And midnight feasts are held, and music's voice 

Through the long night still summons to rejoice. 

Yet there, while all would seem to heedless eye 
One blaze of pomp, one burst of revelry. 
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Are hearts^ tuisooth*d by those delustve hours^ 

CkQl*dbythechain^thouglideck'dawhilewithfiow«r8; 

astern passions working in th* indignant breast. 

Deep pangs untold, high feelings unexprest. 

Heroic spirits, unsubmitfing yet. 

Vengeance, and keen remorse, and vain regret. 

From yon proud height, whose olive«shaded brow 
Commands the wide, luxnriiBnt plains below. 
Who lingering gazes o*er the lovely scene. 
Anguish and shame contending in his mien ? 
He, who, of heroes and of kings the son. 
Hath lived to lose whate*er his fothers won, 
Who^e doubt» and fears hia people's fate have seal'd. 
Wavering alike in council and in fidld ^ 
Weak, timid ruler of the wise and brave, 
IStill a fierce tyrant or a yielding slave. 

Far from these vine-clad hills, and azure skies. 
To Afric's wilds the royal exile flies,'* 
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Yet' patties <m his way> to weep in vain, 
0*er all lie never nnist behold again. 
Fair spreads* the scene around-— for him too &ir. 
Each glowing charm but deepens his deqmnr. 
The Vega's meads> the city's glittering spires. 
The old majestic palace of his sires. 
The gay pavilions, and retired alcoves, 
Bosom'd in citron and pomegranate groves ; 
Tower-crested rocks, and streams that wind in light. 
All in one moment bursting on his sight, 
. Speak to his soul of glory's Tanish'd years. 
And wake the source of unavailing tears. 
— Weep'st tiiou, Abdallah >i— Thou doat well to weep, 
O feeble heart ! o'er aU thou couldst not keep ! 
Well do a woman's tears befit the eye 
Of him who knew not, as a man, to die.^ 

The gale sighs mournfully through Zayda's bower. 
The hand is gone that nursed eadi in&nt flower. 
No voice, no step, is in her other's halls. 
Mute are the echoes of their marble walls -, 
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No stranger enters at the chieftain's gate, 
But all is hu8h*d^ and void> and desolate. 

There, through each tower and solitary shade. 
In vain doth Hamet seek the Z^ri maid 3 
Her grove is silent, her pavilion lone. 
Her lute forsaken, and her doom unknown ; 
And through the scene she loved, unheeded flows 
The stream whose music luird her to repose. 

But oh ! to him, whose self-accusing thought 
. Whispers, *twas he that desertion wrought -, 
He, who his country and his faith betray*d. 
And lent Castile revengeful, powerful aid -, 
A voice of sorrow swells in every gale. 
Each wave, low rippling, tells a mournful tale } 
And as the shrubs, untended, unconfined. 
In wild exuberance rustle to the wind 5 
Each leaf hath language to his startled sense, 
And seems to murmur — '* Thou hast driven her 
hence !" 
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And well'he feds to trace her flight were yaia^ 
—Where hath lost love been once recall'd again? 
In her pure breast^ so long by anguish tom> 
His name caii ronse no feeling now — but scorn. 
O bitter hour! when first the shuddering heart 
Wakes to behold the yoid within — and start ! 
To fed its own abandonment, and brood 
O'er the chill'd bosom's depth of solitude. 
The stormy passions that in Hamet's breast 
Have sway'd so long, so fiercely, are at rest"; 
Th' ayenger's task is do^ed:^— he finds too late> 
It hath not changed his feelings, but his faXe, 
His was a lofty spirit, tum'd aside 
From its bright path by woes, and wrongs, an^ pridei 
And onward in its new tumultuous course 
Borne with too rapid and intense a force 
To pause one moment in the dread career. 
And ask — if such could be its native sphere ? 
Now are those days of wild ddirium o'er^ 
Their fears and hopes excite his soul no more j; 
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The feverisk eneigies of passioQ dose> . 

And his lieart sinks in desolate repose^ 

Turns sickening fix>m the world, yet shrinks not less 

From its own deep and utter loneliness. 

There is a sound of Toices on the air> 
A flash of armour to the sunbeam's glare. 
Midst the wild Alpuzarras -, ^ — ^there on high. 
Where mountain-snows are mingling with the sky, 
A few brave tribes, with spirit yet unbroke. 
Have fled indignant from the Spaniard's yoke. 

O ye dread scenes, where Nature dwells alone. 
Severely glorious on her craggy throne; 
Ye citadels of rock, gigantic forms, 
Veil*d by the mists, and girdled by the storms. 
Ravines, and glens, and deep-resounding caves. 
That hold conununion vrith the torrent-vraves ; 
And ye, th* unstain*d and everlasting snows. 
That dwell above in bright and still repose 3 
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To you, in every dime, in every age. 

Far from the tyrant's or the conqueror's rage. 

Hath Freedom led her sons :*— untired to keep 

Her fearless vigils on the barren steep. 

She, like the mountain eagle, still delights 

To gaze exnlting fit>m unconquer'd heights. 

And build her eyrie in defiance proud, 

To dare the wind and mingle with the cloud. 

Now her deep voice, the soul's awakener, swells. 
Wild Alpuxarras, through your inmost dells. 
There, the dark glens and lonely rocks among> 
As at the clarion's call, her children throng. 
She with enduring strength hath nerved each frame. 
And made each heart the temple of her flame. 
Her ovni resisting spirit, which shall glow 
Unquenchably, surviving all below. 

There high-bom maids, that moved upon the earth. 
More like bright creatures of aerial birth. 
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Nurslings of palaces^ bare fled to share 
The &te of brothers and of sires 3 to bear. 
All iindisinay*d> privation and distress^ 
And smile> the roses of the wilderness. 
And mothers with their in&nts, there to dwell 
In the deep forest or the cavern cell> 
And rear their off^Ming midst the rocks, to be. 
If now no more the mighty, still the free. 

And midst that band are veterans, o*er whose head 

Sorrows and years their mingled snow have shed : 

They saw thy glory, they have wept thy fell, 

O royal dty ! and the wreck of all 

They loved and hallow*d most :^-doth aught remain 

For these to prove of happiness or pain ? 

Idfe'« cup is drain'd earth fades before their eye. 

Their task is closing— *they have but to die. 

Ask ye, why fled they hither ? — ^that their doom 

Bfight be, to sink unfettered to the tomb. 

And youth, in all its pride of strength, is there ; 

And buoyancy of spirit, form*d to dare 
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And suffer, all thlogs,^ — faSi'n on evil days. 
Yet darting o'er the world an ardent gaae. 
As on th' arena, where its powers may find 
Full scope to strive for glory with mankind. 

Such are the tenants of the mountain-hold. 

The high in heart, unconquer*d, unoontroll'd ; 

By day, the huntsmen of the wild— by night. 

Unwearied guardians of the watch-fire's light. 

lliey firom their bleak majestic home have caught 

A sterner tone of unsubmitting thought, 

While all around them bids the soul arise. 

To blend with Nature's dread sublimities. 

— ^But these are lofty dreams, and must not be 

Where tyranny is near : — ^the bended knee. 

The eye, whose glance no inborn grandeur fires. 

And the tamed heart, are tributes she requires ; 

Nor must the dwellers of the rock look down 

On regal conquerors, and defy their firown. 

What warrior-band is toiling to explore 

The mountain-pass, with pine-wood shadowed o*er I 
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Startling with martial sounds each rude recess^ 

Where the deep echo slept in loneliness. 

These are the sons of Spain ! — Your foes are near : 

O, exiles of the wild Sierra ! hear ! 

Hear ! wake ! arise ! and from your inmost caves 

Pour like the tcmrent in its might of waves ! 

Who leads th' invaders on ? — his features bear 

The deep-worn traces of a calm despair ) 

Yet his dark brow is haughty — ^and his eye 

Speaks of a soul that asks not sympathy. 

'Tis he ! 'tis he again ! th* apostate chief $ 

He comes in all the sternness of his grief. 

He comes^ but changed in hearty no more to wield 

Falchion for proud Castile in battle-fidd. 

Against his country's children — though he leads 

Castilian bands again to hostile deeds : 

His hope is but from ceaseless pangs to fly^ 

To rush upon the Moslem spears^ and die. 

So shall remorse and love the heart release^ 

Which dares not dream of joy, but sighs for peace. 
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The mountain iKiihos are awake«-a sound 
Of strife is ringing through the rocks around. 
Tl^thin the steep defile that winds between 
Cliffs piled on diib, a dark, terrific scene. 
There Moorish exik and Castilian kn^t 
Are wildly niingling in the serried figbt. 
Red flows the foaming streamlet of the glen^ 
Whose bright transparence ne'er was stain'd till then ; 
While swell the war*note, and the dash of spears. 
To the bleak dwellings of the mountaineers. 
Where thy sad daughters, lost Granada ! wait. 
In dread suspense, the tidings of their fiite. 

But he,— whose spirit, panting for its rest. 
Would fain each «word concentrate in his breast— 
Who, where a spear is pointed, or a lance 
Aim*d at another's breast, would still advance-^ 
Courts death in Tain; each weapon glances by. 
As if for him 'twere bliss too great to die. 
Yes, Aben-Zurrah ! there are deeper woes ' 
Reserved for thee ere Nature's last repose ; 
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Thou know*st not yet wliat vengeance fate caii wreaks 
Nor all the heart can suffer ere it break. 
Doubtful and long the strife, and bravely fell 
The sons of battle in that narrow dell -, 
Youth in its light of beauty there hath past. 
And age> the weary> found repose at last ; 
TiU few and &mt the Moslem tribes recoO, 
Borne down by numbers, and o*erpower'd by toil. 
Dispersed, disheartened, through the pass they fly. 
Pierce the deep wood, or mount the cliff on high ; 
While Hamet's band in wonder gaze, nor dare 
Track o'er thdr dizzy path the footsteps of despair. 

Yet he, to whom each danger hath become 
A dark delight, and every vdld a home. 
Still ui^s onvirard — ^undismay'd to tread. 
Where life's fond lovers would recoil with dread ^ 
But fear is for the happy — they may shrink 
From the steep precipice, or torrent's brink ; 
They to whom earth is paradise — their doom 
Lends no stem courage to approach the tomb : 
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Not such his lotj who> school*d by Fate severe^ 
Were but too blest if aught remain'd to fear.s^ 
Up the rude crags, whose giant-masses throw 
Eternal shadows o'er the glen below $ 
And by the &11> whose many tinctured spray 
Half in a mist of radiance veils its way. 
He holds his venturous track : — supported now 
By some overhanging pine or ilex bough ; 
Now by some jutting stone, that seems to dweU 
Half in mid-air, as balanced by a spell : 
Now hath his footstep gain'd the summit's head, 
A level span, with emerald verdure spread, 
A &iry circle— there the heath-flowers rise. 
And the rock-rose unnoticed blooms and dies ; 
And brightly plays the stream, ere yet its tide 
In foam and thunder cleave the mountain side -, 
But all is wild beyond — and Hamet*8 eye 
Roves o*er a world of rude sublimity. 
That deU beneath, where e*en at noon of day 
Earth's charter'd guest, the sunbeam, scarce can 
stray j 
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Around> untrodden woods ; and far above^ 
Where mortal footstep ne'er may hope to rove. 
Bare granite cliffs, whose fix'd, inherent dyes 
Bival the tints that float o'er summer skies -, ^* 
And the pure glittering snow-realm, yet more high. 
That seems a part of Heaven's eternity. 

There is no track of man where Hamet stands, 
Pathless the scene as Lybia's desert sands -, 
Yet on the calm, still air, a sound is heard 
Of distant voices, and the gathering-word 
Of Islam's tribes, now feint and fiunter grown. 
Now but the lingering echo of a tone. 

That sound, whose cadence dies upon his ear. 
He follows, reckless if his bands are near. 
On by the rushing stream his way he bends. 
And through the mountain's forest zone ascends ; 
Fierdng the still and solitary shades 
Of ancient pine, «nd dark, luxuriant glades, 

K 
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Eternal twilight's reign :^th08e mazes past. 
The glowii^ sunbeuns meet his eyes at faist. 
And the lone wanderer now haUi reached the source 
Whence the wave gushes^ foaming .on its course. 
But there he pausea— for the lonely scene 
Towers in such dread magnificence of mien. 
And, mingled oft with some wild eagle's cry. 
From rock-buih eyrie rushing to the sky. 
So deep the solemn and majestic sound 
Of forests, and of watera murmuring round. 
That, rapt in wondering awe, his heart forgets 
Its fleeting struggles, and its vain regr^. 
— What earthly feeling, unabash*d, can dwell 
In Nature*8 mighty presence ?*-mid8t the swell 
Of everlasting hills, the roar of floods. 
And frown of rocks, and pomp of waving woods ? 
These their own grandeur on the soul inqvess. 
And bid each passion feel its nothii^ess. 

Midst the vast marble diffit, a lofty cave 
Rears its broad arch beside the rushing wave -, 
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Sbadow'd by ^ant otiks, and rude, and lone> 
It seems the temple of some power unknown. 
Where earthly being may not dare intrude 
To pierce the secrets of the solitude. 

Yet thence at intervals a voice of wail 

Is risings wild and solemn^ on the gale. 

Did thy heart thrill^ O Hamet, at thetone > 

Came it not o*er thee as a spirit's moan ? 

As some loved sound, that long from ^arth had fled« 

The unfoigotten iUicents of the dead? 

E'en thus it rose— and springing .from hb trance 

His eager Ibotst^M to .the sound advance. 

He mounts the diffs, he gains the cavern floor. 

Its dark green moss with blood is sprinkled o'er : 

He rushes on — and lo ! where Zayda rends 

JHer locks, as o'er her slaughter'd sire she bends. 

Lost in despair 5— yet as a step draws nigh, 

Bisturbing.sorrow's lonely sanctity; 

k2 
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She lifts her head> and all subdued by griet 
Views> with a wild> sad smile^ the once loved chief; 
While rove her thoughts, unconscious of the past. 
And every woe forgetting — but the last. 

*^ Com*st thou to weep with me ? — for I am left 
Alone on earth, of every tie bereft. 
Low lie^ the warrior on his blood-stain*d bier \ 
His child may call, but he no more shall hear ! 
He sleeps — but never shall those eyes unclose y 
*Twas not my voice that lull*d him to repose. 
Nor can it break his slumbers. — ^Dost thou mourn?- 
And is thy heart, like mine, with anguish torn ? 
Weep, and my soul a joy in grief shall know. 
That o'er his grave my tears with Hamet*s flow!** 

But scarce her voice had breathed that well-known 

name. 
When, swiftly rushing o'er her spirit, came 
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Each dai'k remembrance -, by affliction's power 

Awhile effaced in that o'erwhehning hour> 

To wake with tenfold strength 3 — *twas then her ey^ 

Resumed its light> her mien its majesty^ 

And o*er her wasted cheek a burning glow - 

Spreads^ while her lips* indignant accents flow. 

*' Away ! I dream— oh^ how hath sorrow's might 
Bow*d down my soul> and quench'd its native lights 
That I should thus forget ! and bid thy tear 
With mine be miogled o*er a father's bier ! 
Did he not perish^ hiiply by thy hand> 
In the last combat with thy ruthless band ? 
The mom beheld that conflict of despair:— 
*Twas then he fell — ^he fell! — and thou wert there! 
Thou ! who thy country's children hast pursued 
To their last refuge midst these mountains rude. 
Was it for this I loved thee ?— Thou hast taught 
My soul all griet all bitterness of thought ! 
'Twin soon be past-^I bow to Heaven's decree. 
Which bade each pang be minister d by thee." 
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'' I had nol deem'd that aught temain'd below 

For me to prove of yet untasted woe ; 

Bat thus to meet thee> Zayda ! can unpart 

One more> one keener agony of heart. 

Oh> hear me yet ! — ^I would have died to save 

My foe, but still thy fiither, from the grave -, 

But in the fierce confusion of the strife^ 

In my own stem despair^ and scorn of fife^ 

Borne wildly on> I saw not^ knew not aught> 

Save that to perish there in vain I sought. 

And let me share thy sorrows — ^hadst thou known 

AU I have felt in sQence and alone> 

E'en ihou mightst then relent^ and deem at last 

A grief like mine might ^Lpiate aU the past. 

But oh! for thee, the loved and predous flower> 
So fondly reared in luxury^s guarded bower, 
Prom every danger, every storm secured. 
How hast thou suifer'd ! what hast thou endnredi 
Daughter of palaces ! and can it be 
That this bleak desert is a home for thee! 
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These rocks thtf dwelling ! thou« who shpukltt hare 

H^own 
Of life the sunbeam and the smile alone ! 
Oh, yet forgive ! — be all my guilt forgot, 
Nor bid me leave thee to so rude a lot I" 

'' That lot is fix'd> !twere fruitless to repine. 
Still must a gulf divide my &te from thine. 
I may forgive — ^but not at unll the heart 
Can 4>id its dark remembrances dqNurt. 
No, Hamet, no !— too deeply these are traced. 
Yet the hour comes when all shall .be effaced ! 
Not long on earth, not long shall Zayda keep 
Her lonely vigils o*er the grave to weep : 
E*en now, prophetic of my early doom. 
Speaks to my, soul a presage of the tomb ^ 
And ne*er in vain did hopeless mourner feel 
That deep foreboding o'er the bosom steal ! 
Soon shall I slumber calmly by the side 
Otfaim for whom I lived, and would have died ; 
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Till theii> one thought shall soothe my orphan lot. 
In pain and peril — ^I forsook him not. 

And now> £urewdl !«-^behold the summer-day 

Is passings like the dreams of life, away. 

Soon wjU the tribe of him who sleeps, draw nigh. 

With the last rites his bier to sancCiiy. 

Oh, yet in time, away !— 'twere not my prayer 

Could move their hearts a foe like thee to spare ! 

This hour they come-— and dost thou scorn to fly ^ 

Save me that one last pang — to see thee die !** 

E'en while she speaks is heard their echoing tread. 
Onward they move, the kindred of the dead. 
They reach the cave— they enter— slow their pace. 
And calm, deep sadness marks each moumer*s face. 
And all is hush*d — ^till he who seems to wait 
In silent, stem devotedness> his fate> 
Hath met their glance — ^then grief to fury turns \ 
Each mien is changed, each eye indignant bums. 
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And voices rise, and swords have left their sheath : ' 
Blood must atone for blood, and death for death ! 
They close around him : — lofty still his mien. 
His cheek unaltered, and his brow serene. 
Unheard, or heard in vain, is Zayda*s cry; 
Fruitless her prayer, unmarked her agony. 
But as his foremost foes their weapons bend 
Against the life he seeks not to defend. 
Wildly she darts between — each feeling past. 
Save strong affection, which prevails at last. 
Oh ! not in vain its daring — ^for the blow 
Aim*d at his heart hath bade her life-blood flow -, 
And she hath sunk a martyr on the breast. 
Where, in that hour, her head may calmly rest. 
For he is saved : — behold the Zegri band. 
Pale with dismay and grief, around her stand ; 
While, every thought of hate and vengeance o'er. 
They weep for her who soon shall weep no more. 
She, she alone is calm :— a fading sinile, 
like sunset, passes o*er her cheek the while j 



138 THE ABBMCBRftAOI. 

And in ber eye> ere yet it doses^ dweU 

Those last faint rays> the parting soul's farewell. 

'* Now is the ccmflict past, and I have proved 
How wellj how deeply thou hast been beloved ! 
Yes ! in an hour like this 'twere vain to hide, 
The heart so long and so severely tried : 
Still to thy name that heart hath fondly thriird. 
But sterner duties call'd — and were fulfill'd : 
And I am blest !— To every holier tie 
My life was fiuthfiil>— and for thee. I die ! 
Nor shall the love so purified be vain» 
Sever*d on earth, we yet shall meet again; 
Farewell !— And ye, at Zayda*s dying prayer. 
Spare him, my kindred-tribe ! foigive and spare ! 
Oh ! be his guilt forgotten in his woes. 
While I, beside my ure, in peace repose/' 

Now fades her cheek, her voice hath sunk, and death 
Sits in her eye, and struggles in her breath. 
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One pang — 'tis past — her task on earth is done. 
And the pure spirit to its rest hath flown. 
But he for whom she died — Oh ! who may paint 
The grief> to which all other woes were £unt > 
There is no power in language to inqwut 
The deeper pangs, the ordeals of the heart. 
By the dread Searcher of the soul surveyed -, 
These have no words — ^nor are by words portray'd. 

A dirge is rising on the mountain-air. 
Whose fitful swells its plaintive murmurs bear 
Far o*er the Alpuxarras ;— wild its tone. 
And rocks and caverns echo ^' Thou art gone !" 

Daughter of heroes ! thou art gone 

To diare his tomb who gave thee birth ; 

Peace to the lovely spirit flown ! 
It was not form'd for earth. 

Thou wert a sunbeam in thy race, 

Which hrightly past, and left no trace. 
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But calmly sleep ! — ^for thou art free> 

And hands unchain'd thy tomb shall raise. 

Sleep ! they are closed at length for thee. 
Life's few and evil days ! 

Nor shalt thou watch^ with tearful eye. 

The lingering death of Kberty. 

Flower of the desert ! thou thy bloom 
Didst early to the storm resign : 

We bear it still — and dark their doom 
'Who cannot weep for thine ! 

For us, whose every hope is fled, 

llie tune is past to moiim the dead. 

The days have been, when o'er thy bier 
Far other strains than these had fiiow'd ; 

Now, as a home from grief and fear. 
We hail thy dark abode ! 

We who but linger to bequeath 

Our sons the choice of chains or death. 
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Thou art with those, the free, the brave. 

The mighty of departed years ; 
And for the slumberers of the grave 

Our fate hath left no tears. 
Though loved and lost, to weep were vain 
For thee, who ne'er shalt weep again. 

Have we not seen, despoiled by foes. 
The land our fathers won of yore ? 

And is there yet a pang for those 
\^Tio gaze on this no more ? 

Oh, that like them 'twere ours to rest ! 

Daughter of heroes ! thou art blest ! 

A few short years, and in the lonely cave 
Where sleeps the Zegri maid, is Hamet*s grave. 
Sever d in life, united in the tomb- 
Such, of the hearts that loved so well, the doom ! 
Their dirge, of woods and waves th' eternal moan. 
Their sepulchre, the pine-clad rocks alone. 
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And oft beside the midnight watch-fire's blaze^ 
Amidst those rocks> in long departed days, 
(When Freedom fled, to hold, sequester'd there. 
The stem and lofty councils of despair 5) 
Some eidled Moor, a warrior of the wild. 
Who the lone hours with mournful strains beguiled. 
Hath taught his mountain-home the tale of those 
Who thus have suifer*d, and who thus repose. 
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^ote I, page 58, line 8. 
Not the light xambra. 
Zambra, a Moorish dance. 

Note 9, page 58, line 5. 
Within the hall ofLiont. 
The hall of lions was the prmcipal one of the Alhambra, and 
was so called from twelve sculptured Ibns which supported an 
alabaster basin in the centre. 

Note 3, page 59, line 2. 
His AbeO'Zurrahs there young Basnet leadt, 
Aben>Zarrah5 ; the name thns written is taken from the trans- 
lation of an Arabic MS. g^ven in the 3d Tolnme of Bourgoanne*s 
TraTeb through Spain. 

Note A, page 63, Une 4. 
The Vegans green expanse. 
The Vega, the plain surrounding Granada, the scene of fre- 
^iient actions between the IMoors and Christians. 
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■ Note 5, page 63, line 18. 
Seen *midsl the rednest of the desert ttarm. 
An extreme redness in theskj is the presage of the Simoom. ~' 
See Bruce* TraveU. 

Note 6, page 65, lines 9 and 10. 

UliUneu like thai, when fierce the Kamnn*t blast 

Hath o'er the dweUingt ofihe desert pas;^d. 
Of the Kamsin, ft hot south wind, common in Egypt, we have 
the following account in Vohiej's Travels. "These winds are 
known in Egjpt by the general name of winds of fifty days, 
because they prevail more frequently in the fifty days preceding 
, and following the equinox. They are mentioned by travellers 
under the name of the poisonoas winds, or hot winds of the desert: 
their heat is so excesuve, that it is difficult to form any idea of its 
violence without having experienced it. When they begin to 
blow, the sky, at other times so clear in this climate, becomes 
dark and heavy ; the sun loses his splendor, and appears of a 
violet colour; the air is not cloudy, but grey and tliick, and is 
filled with a subtle dust, which penetrates every where : respira- 
tion becomes short and difficult, the skin parched and dry, the 
lungs are contracted and painful, and the body consumed with 
internal hrat. In vain is coolness sought for; marble, iron, water, 
though the sun no longer appears, are hot: the streets are 
deserted, and a dead silence appears every where. The natives 
of towns and villages shut themselves up ia their houses, and 
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thoscf of the deiert iu tenta, or holes dog in the eanh> where they 
wait the termination of this heat, which generallj lasts three days. 
Woe to the traveller whom it surprises remote from shelter: he 
most suffer all its dreadful effects, which are sometimes mortal." 

Note 7, page 71, line 12. 
WhUe ttarlui eyet ei^'oy the honqf-devs of sleep, 
" £DJoy the honey-heary-dew of slumber." — Shakspearc, 

Note 8, page 84, line 18. 
/ On the green Vega won in tm^ fight. 
Garcilaso de la Vega derived his surname from a single combat 
(in which he was the victor), with a Moor, on the Vega of Granada. 

Note 9, page 86, line 6. 
Who drmikfor man the bitter cup if tears, 
" £1 Rey D. Fernando bolvi6 k la Vega, y puso su Real k la 
vista de Huecar, a veyute y seys dias del mes de Abril, adonde 
iii^ fortificado de todo lo necessano ; poniendo el Christiano toda 
ftu gente en esquadron, conr todas sus vanderas tendidas, y su 
Heal Estandarte, el qual Uevava por divisa im Christo crucifi* 
c&do.*'^£Ritoria de lot guerrai cmks de Granada. 

Note 10, page 86, Ime last. 
* JPVkwi yon ru^ province rf the western star, 
Andalusia signifies, in Arabic, the region of the evening of the 
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west ; in a word, the HcfervM of the Greeks.—^ Canri. Bihli&L 
ArabicQ Hmdoim, md Oibbtm'i Deckne and FaU, f c. 

Note 11, page 87» line 4. 
The iHoiO'vJtUe charger, and the aiwre cretL 
** Lot Abenoemget nlieron con su acostumbrada librea azul 
y blanca, todot Uenos de ikos tezidos de plata, las plomas de la 
nutma color; en soa adargas, so acostumbrada divisa» salvages 
que detqnUalaTan leones, y otros on mando que lo deshazia un 
selmge con on baitOQ."-*Gii0TW dmUs de Granada, 

Note 12, page 88, line 10. 
1%* eternal sntm that crowns VeUta*s head. 
The loftiest heights of the Sierra Nevada are those called Mul- 
hacen and Ficacho de Veleta. 

Note 13, page 88, line last. 

The wmnded taught a $keUeri^^and expired. 

It is known to be a frequent drciimstance in battle, that the 

d jing and the wounded drag themselves, as it were mecfaamcally, 

to the shelter which may be afibrded by any bush or thicket on 

the field. 

Note 14, page 103, line 1. 
Severely beauteous. 
" Severe in youthful beauty."— ilfifton. 
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Note 15, page 104, line 5. 
f While ttreams that bear thee treasures in their wave, 

Granada stands upon two hills separated by the Darro. The 
Genii rons under the walls. The Darro is said to carry with its 
stream small particles of gold, and the Geml, of silver. . When 
Charles V. came to Granada with the Empress Isabella, the city 
presented him with a crown made of gold, which had been col- 
lected from the Darro. — See Bourgpann^i and other Travels* 

Note 16, page 104, line last 
Ti^ hearts of warriors echo to its call, 

" At this period, wliile the inhabitants of Granada were sunk in 
indolence, one of those men, whose natural and impassioned elo- 
quence has sometimes aroused a people to deeds of heroism, raised 
his voice, in the midst of the city, and awakened the inhabitants 
from their lethargy. Twenty thousand enthusiasts, ranged under his 
bannen» were prepared to sally forth, with the fary of despera- 
tion, to attack the besiegers, when Abo Abdeli, more afraid of his 
subjects than of the enemy, resolved immediately to capitulate, 
and made terms witli the Christians, by which it was agreed that 
the Moors should be allowed the free exercise of their religion 
and laws; should be permitted, if they thought proper, to depart 
unmolested with their effects to Africa ; and that he himself, if he 
remained in Spain, should retain an extensive estate, with houses 
and slaves, or be granted an equivalent in money if he preferred 
retiring to Barbary.*' — See Jacob's Travels in Spain, 
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Note 17, page 105, Une last 
Atarqua, ZegriSt Almovadh, fteor / 

Asarqoes, Zegrv, Almoradis, different tribes of the Moors of 
Granada, all of high distinction. 

Note 18, page 106, line 3. 
Dyed with no blood hut that ifhostiU bands. 

The oonqnest of Granada was greatly fiiciUtated by the dvil 
dissensions which, at this period, prevuled in the dty. Several 
of the Moorish tribes, inflaenced by private fends, were fiilly pre- 
pared for submission to the Spaniards; others had embraced the 
caose of Moley el Zagal, the unde and competitor for the throne 
of Abdallah, (or Abo Abdeli) and all was jealoosy and animosity. 

Note 19, page 106, line 6. 
When Tariie$ bandi o^enpread the wettem thore. 

Tarik, the first leader of the Arabs and Moors into Spain.— 
" The Saracens landed at the pillar or point of Europe : the oormpt 
and fiumliar appelUtion of Gibraltar, (Gebei al Tarik) describes 
the mountain of Tarik, and the entrenchments of his camp were the 
first outline of those fortifications, which, in the hands of our coun- 
trymen, have resisted the art and power of the House of Bourbon. 
The adjacent governors informed the court of Toledo of the de- 
scent and progress of the Arabs ; and the defeat of his lieutenant 
Edeco, who had been commanded to seise and bind the presump- 
tuous strangers, first admonished Roderic of th(( magnitude of tha 
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danger. At the ro^al summons, tlie dukes and counts, the bishops 
and nobles of the Gothic monarchy, assembled at the bead of their 
followers, and the title of king of the Romans, which is employed 
by an Arabic historian, may be excused by the close affinity of lan- 
guage, religion, and manners, between the nations of Spain." — 
.Gibbo'i's DecUne and FaW, 3fc. Vol. 9, p. 472, 473. 

Note 20, page 106, line 7. 
When the long combat raged on Xeres* plain. 

" In the neighbourhood of Cadiz, the town of Xeres has been 
illustrated by the encounter which determined the fate of the 
kmgdom; the stream of the Guadalete, which falls into the bay, 
divided the two camps, and marked the advancing and retreating 
skirmishes of three successive days. On the fourth day, the two 
armies joined* a more serious and decisive issue. Notwithstand- 
ing the valour of the Saracens, they fainted under the weight of 
multitudes, and the plain of Xeres was overspread with sixteen 
thousand of their dead bodies. — "My brethren," said Tank to his 
surviving companions, ** the enemy b before you, the sea is be- 
hind ; whither would ye fly ? Follow your general; I am resolved 
dther to lose my life, or to trample on the prostrate king of the 
Romans." Besides the resource of despair, he confided in the 
secret correspondence and nocturnal interviews of Count Julian 
with the sons and the brother of Witiza. The two princes, and 
the archbishop of Toledo, occupied the most important post : their 
well-timed defection broke the ranks of the Christians; each war- 
rior was prompted by fear or suspicion to consult his personal. 
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safety ; and the remains of the Gothic annj were scatteied or 
destroyed in the flight and pursuit of the three following days.**-^ 
Gibkm't Dedrne and FaU, fc. VoL 9, p- 473, 474. 

Note 21, page 106, line 8. 
And Afrit?i tccfrtr noeWd through yielding Spain, 

The teMr, the shout of onset used by the Saracens in battle. 

Note 29, page 109, Ime 3. 
Ye, that around the oaken cross of yore. 

The oaken cross, carried by Felagius in battle. 

Note 23, page 110, line 3. 
And thoUf the warrior bom in happy hour. 

See Soathey's Chronicle of the Cid, in which that warrior is 
frequently styled, ** he who was bom in happy hour/* 

Note 24, page 110, lines 11 and 13. 
Pen in the realm qf spirits didst retain 
A patriots vigilance, remembering ^fwitn / 

*• SforeoTer, when the Miramamolin brought over from Africa 
against King Don Alfonso, the eighth of that name, the mightiest 
power of the misbelievers that had ever been brought against 
Spain, smce the destruction of the kings of the Goths, the Cid 
Campeador remembered his country in that great danger; for the 
night before the battle was fought at the Navas de Tolosa, in the 
dead of the nigbt, a mighty sound was heard in the whole city of 
Leon» as if it were the tramp of a great army pas/uig through; and 
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it {Mated oo to the rojal monastery of St. Isidro, and there was a 
great knodung at the gate thereof, and they called to a priest who 
was keepuig vigils in the church, and told him, that the captdns 
of the army whom he heard were the Gd Raydies, and Count 
Ferran Gonzalez, and that they came there to call op King Don 
Ferrendo the Great, who lay buried in that church, that he might 
go with them to deliver Spain. And on the morrow that great 
battle of the Navas de Tolosa was fought, wherein sixty thousand 
of the nusbelievers were slain* which was one of the greatest and 
noblest battles ever won over the Moors.** — 8outhey*i ChromcU tf 
tkeCid, 

Note 25, page 111, line 6. 
realm <f evening ! 

The name of Andalusia, the region of evening or of the wetif was 
applied by the Arabs not only to the province so called, but to the 
whole peninsula. 

Note 26, page 111, line 7. ' 
What banner itreamtfiom high Comare^ tower f 
The tower of Comares is the highest and most magtiificent in 
the Alhambra. 

Note 27, page 1 13, lines 15 and 16. 
They reach those towers-'^irregularly vatt 
And rude they teem, in mould barbaric catt, 

Swinburne, after describing thti noble palace built by Charles V. 
in the precincts of the Alhambra, thus proceeds : " Adjoining (to 
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tho nprth) ftands a hage heap of as ugly buildings as can well be 
seen, all huddled together, seemingly without the least intentiou 
of formuig 0M habitation out of them. The walls are entirely un* 
ornamented, all gravel and pebbles, daubed over with plaster by a 
very coarse hand ; yet thu is the palace of the Moorish kings of 
Granada, indisputably the most curious place within, that exists 
in Spain, perhaps in Europe. In many countries you may see 
excelleut modem as well as ancient architecture, both endre and 
in ruins; but nothing to be met with any where else can convey 
an idea of this edifice, except you take it from the decorations of • 
an opera, or the tales of the Genii.**— 5tvin6unie'i TraveU thnmgh 
Spam., 

Note 88, page 114, line 2. 
A Genii palace'''^an Arabian heaven. 

** Passing round the comer of the emperor*s palace, you are 
admitted at a plain unomamented door, in a comer. On my first 
visit, I confess, I was struck with amazement as I stept over the 
threshold, to find myself on a sudden transported into a species of 
fury land. The first place you come to is the court called the 
Communa, or del Metucar, that is, the common baths: an oblong 
square, with a deep bason of clear water in the middle ; two flints 
of marble steps leading down to the bottom ; on each side a par- 
terre of flowers, and a row of orange-trees. Round the court ran 
a peristyle paved with marble ; the arches bear upon very slight 
pillars, in proportions and style difi^rent from all the regular orders 
of architecture. The ceilmgs and walls are incrastated with firetn 
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work in stucco, bo minute and intricate, that the most patient 
dnraghtsman would find it difficult to follow it, unless he made 
himself master of the general plan." — Swnbum^t TraotU tn Spam. 

Note 29, page 115, line 16. 
Borders the ivaUs in characters of gold. 

The walls and cornices of the Alhambra are covered with in- 
scriptions in Arabic characters. *< In eiamiuing this abode of 
magnificence,** sa;jr8 Bourgoanne, '* the observer is every moment 
astonished at the new and interesting mixture of architecture and 
poetry. The palace of the Alhambra may be called a collectiDn 
of fugitive pieces ; and whatever duration these may have, time, 
¥dth which every thing passes away, has too much contributed to 
confirm to them that title." — See BourgoanneU TraveU in Spain* 

Note 30, page 116, line 3. 
Tambour, andfivJLe^ and atabal, are there. 

Atabal, a kind of Moorish drum. 

Note 31, page 116, line 6. 
Granada! far Castile and Arragon! 
** Y ansi entraron en la ciudad, y subieron al Alhambra, y en- 
cima de la torre de Comares tan famosa se levantb la senal de la 
Santa Cruz, y laego el real estandarte de los dos Christianos 
leyes. Y al panto los reyes de armas, k grandcs boxes dizieron, 
' Granada, Granada, por su magestad, y por la reyna sa muger.' 
La serenisnma reyna t)* ftabel, que vio la senal de U Santa 
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Cras lobre la hermoia torre de ComareSf y el tu ettandmite 
nd con eUa, te hiadb de HodillM, y did iniiiiltes gracias k Vha 
por la nctoria que le avia dado contra aqaelia gtan chidad. La 
miuica real de la capilia del rey laego IL canto de orgaoo canto 
Te Deom laadamas, Fu& tan grande el plaaer que todos lIoraTan. 
Lnego del Alhambra sonaron mil iiistrumentos de mnsica de 
beficas trompetas. Los Mbros amigos del rey, que queriazi ser 
CbristiaiioSf cuya cabesa era el valeroto Mufa, tomanm mil 
dulsaynasy anafiles, sonando grande ruydo de atambores por toda 
la Ciudad."— Aiitorta de lot guetras crviles de Granada. 

Note S8, page 1 1 6, line 8. 
The fatal lampi innumerahly Uau, 

** Los cavalleros Moros que avemos dicho, aqoella noche 
jugaron galanamente alcancias y cafias. Andava Granada aquella 
noche con tanta alegria, y con tantas luminarias, que pareda que 
se ardia la terra." — Historia de Uu Guerras civUet de Granada, 

Swinburne, in bia Travels through Spain in the years 1775 and 
1 776, mentions, that the anniversary of the surrender of Granada 
to Ferdinand and Isabella was still observed in the city as a great 
festival and day of rejoicing; and tluit the populace on that 
occasion paid an annual visit to the Moorish palace. 

Note 33, page 117, line last. 
To Aj'ric'i wUd$ the royal exile JUet* 
'* Los G<»meles todos se passaron en Africa^ y el Re^ Chico 
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COO ellot, qoe no qiiU6 eitar en £«paii«, y cd Africa ie BMtumi 
los Moros de aqaellas partes, porqoe perdid ^ Granada." — Guerm 
cwiUi de Granada, 

Note 34, page 1 18, line 16. 
Ofhm mho fcnew not, a$ a man, to die. 
Abo Abdeli, upon leaving Granada, aAer its conqaest by Fer- 
dinand and Isabella, stopped on the bill of Fadnl to take a last 
look of his city and palace. Overcome by the sight, he burst 
Into tears, and was thos reproached by his mother, the Soltaness 
Ayxa: '* Thon dost well to weep, tike a woman, over the loss of 
that kingdom which thoa knewest not how to defend and die for, 
like a man.*' 

Note 35, page 120, line 11. 
TV atfeiiger*i task i$ elated, 
** £1 Rey mand6, que si qaedavan Zegru, qoe no viviessen en 
Granada, por la maldad que hizieron contra los Abeocerrages.— 
Guerrai cioiU* de Granada, 

Note 36, page 121, line 7. 

Mldtt the wild Aipuxamu. 

** The Alpuxarras are so lofty, that the coast of Barbary, and 

the cities of Tangier and Ceuta, are discovered from their summits; 

they are about seventeen leagues in length, from Veles Malaga to 

Almeria, and eleven in breadth, and abound with fruit-trees of 
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gmt bemitjaiidprodi^ooBsiie. In thew moontaim the wretebed 
ranains of die Moon took refuge.*' — BourgoamneU TWraeb tn Sfam» 

Note S7, page 198, line 2. 

Were hut too bUU if aught rtmauCd to fear, 

** Pl&t i Diea qae je craignbse !" — Andromtupu. 

Note 38, page 129, line 4, 
iUooi the tints ihatJUat o'er summer tkiti, 
Mrs. Radcliffe, in her jouraey along the banks of the Rhine, 
thas describes the colours of granite rocks in the oioontdns of 
the Bergstrasse. *' The nearer we approached these mountains, 
the mare we had occasion to admire the various tints of their 
granites. Sometimes the precipices were of a faint pink, then of 
a deep red, a dull purple, or a blush approaching to lilac, and 
sometimes gleams of a pale yellow mingled with the low shrubs 
that grew upon their udes. llie day was cloudless and bright, 
and we were too near these heights to be deceived by the illu- 
sions of aerial colouring ; the real hues of their features were as 
beantifal as their magnitude was sublimed" 



THE LAST BANQUET 

OF 

ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 



Antony> concluding that he could not die more 
honourably than in battle^ determined to attack 
Caesar at the same time both by sea and land. 
The night preceding the execution of this de- 
8]gn> he ordered his servants at supper to ren- 
der him their best services that evenings and 
fiU the wine round plentifully^ for the day fol- 
lowing they might belong to another master^ 
whilst he lay extended on the ground^ no longer 
of consequence either to them or to himself. 
His friends were affected^ and wept to hear him 
talk thus ; which^ when he perceived^ he en- 
couraged them by assurances that his expecta- 
tions of a glorious victory were at least equal 
to those of an honourable death. At the dead 
of nighty when universal silence reigned through 
the city, a silence that was deepened by the 
awfiil thought of the ensuing day> on a sudden 



was heard the sound of musical instruments^ 
and a noise which resembled the exclamations 
of Bacchanals. This tumultuous proicession 
seemed to pass through the whole city, and to 
go out at the gate which led to the enemy's 
camp. Those who reflected on this prodigy 
concluded that Bacchus^ the god whom Antony 
affected to imitate, had then forsaken him.*'-^ 
Langhome's Plutarch. 



THE LAST BANQUET 

OP 

ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 



THY foes had girt thee with their dread array^ 

O stately Alexandria ! — yet the sound 
Of mirth and music> at the close of day^ 

Swell*d from thy splendid fabrics^ &r around 
0*er camp and wave. Within the royal hall« 

In gay magnificence the feast wad spread 3 
And^ brightly streaming from the pictured wall, 

A thousand lamps their trembling lustre shed 
0*er many a column, rich with precious dyes. 
That tinge the marble's vein, *neath Afric's burning 
skies. 
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And soft and clear that wavering radiance play*d 

0*er sculptured forms^ that round the pillar*d scenes 
Calm and majestic rose, by art array*d 

In godlike beauty, awfully serene. 
Oh ! how unlike the troubled guests, reclined 

Round that luxurious board ! — in every fiace. 
Some shadow from the tempest of the mind. 

Rising by fits, the searching eye might trace. 
Though vainly mask'd in smiles which are not mirth. 
But the proud spirit's veil thrown o'er the woes of 
earth. 

Their brows are bound with wreaths, whose transient 
bloom 

May still survive the wearers — and the rose 
Perchance may scarce be withered, when the tomb 

Receives the mighty to its dark repose ! 
The day must dawh on battle— and may set 

In death — but fill the mantling wine-cup high \ 
Despair is fearless, and the Fates e'en yet 

Lend her one hour for parting revelry. 
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They who the empire of the world possessM> 
Would taste its joys again^ ere all exchanged for rest. 

Its joys ! oh ! mark yon proud triumvir's mien^ 

And read their annals on that brow of care ! 
*Midst pleasure's lotus-bowers his steps have been j 

Earth's brightest pathway led him to despair. 
Trust not the glance that fain woidd yet inspire 

The buoyant energies of days gone byj 
There is delusion in its meteor-fire^ 

And all within is shame, is agony ! 
Away ! the tear in bitterness may flow. 
But there are smiles which bear a stamp of deeper 
woe. 

Thy cheek is sunk, and fiaded as thy fame, 
O lost, devoted Roman ! yet thy brow 

To that ascendant and imdying name. 

Pleads with stem loftiness thy right e'en now. 

m3 
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Thy glory is departed--but hath left 
A lingering light around thee — ^ia decay 

Not less than kingly> though of all.bereft^ 
Thou seem'st as empire had not pass*d away. 

Supreme in ruin ! teaching hearts elate> 

A deep> prophetic dread of still mysterious fete ! 

Butthou^ enclwntress-qaeen! whose love hath made 

His desolation—thou art by his side^ 
In all thy sovereignty of charms array'd^ 

To meet the storm with still unconquer'd pride. 
Imperial being ! e*en though many a stain 

Of error be upon thee^ there is power 
In thy commanding nature^ which shall reign 

0*er the stem genius of misfortune's hour ; 
And the dark beauty of thy troubled eye 
£*en now is all illumed with wild sublimity. 

Thine aspect^ all impassion'd^ wears a light 
Inspiring and inspired— thy cheek a dye. 
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Which rises not from joy> but yet is bright 
With the de^ glow of feverish energy. 

Fkt>ud siren of the NHe ! thy ^ance b frmight 
With an immortal firc » in every beam 

It darts, there kuMfles some heroic thought. 
But wild and awful «a a sybil's dream; 

For thou with death hast oommnnedj to attain 

Dread knowledge of the pangs that ransom from the 
diain.' 

And the stem courage by such musings lent, 

Dau^ter of Afric ! o'er ihy beauty throws 
The grandeur of a regal spirit, blent 

With.aU the majesty of mighty woes ! 
While he, so fondly> Intaliy adored. 

Thy Mien Boman, .gases on thee yet» 
Till scarDe the soul, that once exulting soar'd> 

Can deem the day-star of its glory set $ 
Scarce :h»€hann!d heart believes that power ean be 
In sovereign fate, o'er him, thus fondly loved by thee.«' 
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But there u sadness in the eyes around. 

Which mark that ruin*d leader, and survey 
His changeful mien, whence oft the gloom profound. 

Strange laiumph chases haughtily away. 
" fill the bright goblet, warrior jguests !*' he cries, . 

'' Quaff, ere we part, the generous nectar deep ! 
Ere sunset gild once more the western skies. 

Your chief, in cold forgetfiilness, may sleep. 
While sounds of revel float o'er shore and sea. 
And the red bowl again is crown'd— but not for me. 

'' Yet weep not thus— the stni^le is not o'er, 

O victors of FhilippiJ many a field 
Hath yielded palms to us :— one effort more. 

By one stem conflict must our doom be seaTd ! 
Forget not, Romans ! o*er a subject world 

How royally your eagle*s wing hath spread. 
Though from his eyrie of dominion hurl'd. 

Now bursts the tempest on his crested head ! 
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Yet sovereign still, itbanish'd from the Aj, 
The sun's indignant bird, he must not droop— but 
die." 

The feast is o*er. Tis night, the dead of hJght^ 

Unbroken stillness broods o*er earth and deep^ 
From Egypt's heaven of soft and starry light 

The moon looks cloudless o'er a world of sleep : 
For those who wait the mom's awakening beams. 

The battle signal to decide their doom. 
Have simk to feverish rest and troubled dreams -, 

Rest, that shall soon be calm^ in the tomb. 
Dreams, dark and ominous, but there to cease. 
When sleep the lords of war in solitude 'and peace. 

Wake, slumberers, wake ! Hark ! heard ye not a 
sound 

Of gathering tumult ?-— Near and nearer still 
Its murmur swells. Above, below, around. 

Bursts a strange chorus^ forth, confused and shrill 
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Wake^Akxaadria! through thy streets the tread 
Of steps unseen is hurrying, and the note 

Of pipe» and lyre, and trumpet, wild and dread. 
Is heard upon the midnight air to float ; 

And voices, clamorous as in frenzied mirth, 

Biingle their thousand tones, which are not of the 
earth. 

These are no mortal sounds — ^their thrilling strain 

Hath more mysterious power, and birth more high ; 
And the deep horror chilling every vein 

Owns them of stem, terrific augury. 
Beings of worlds unknown ! ye pass away, 

O ye invisible and awfiiL throng ! 
Your echoing footsteps and resounding lay 

To Cffisar^s camp exulting move along. 
Thy gods forsake thee, Antony ! the sky 
By that dread sign reveals— -thy doom--*'' Bespair 
and die r^ 



NOTES. 



Note 1, page 165, line 8. 
Dread knowledge of the pangt that raiuomfnm the chain. 
Cleopatra made a. collection of poisonoos drags, and being 
desirous to know which was least painful in the operation, she 
tried them on the capital convicts. Sach poisons as were quick 
in their operation, she found to be attended with violent pain and 
convulsions ; such as were milder were sk>w in their effect : she 
therefore applied herself to the exammation of venomous creatures; . 
and- at length she found that the bite of the asp was the most 
eligible kind of death; for it brought on a gradual kind of 
lethargy.— See Plutarch, 

Note S, page 168, Une last. 
Despair and die ! 
" To-morrow in the battle think on me. 
And &11 thy edgeless sword ; despair and die !" 

Richard 111 



ALARIC IN ITALY. 



After describing the conquest of Greece and Italy 
by the German and Scythian hordes^ united 
under the command of Alaric^ the historian of 
'' The Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire/* 
thus proceeds : — " Whether fame> or conquest^ 
or riches^ were the object of Alaric, he pursued 
that object with an indefatigable ardour> which 
could neither be quelled by adversity^ nor sa- 
tiated by success. No sooner had he reached 
the extreme land of Italy than he was attracted 
by the neighbouring prospect of a fair and 
peaceful island. Yet even the possession of 
Sicily he considered only as an intermediate 
step to the important expedition which he 
already meditated against the continent of Africa. 
The straits of Rhegium and Messina are twelve 
miles in length, and, in the narrowest passage, 
about one mile and a half broad ) and the fa- 



bulous monsters of the deep^ the rocks of Scylla, 
and the whu-lpool of Charybdis> could terrify 
none but the most timid and unskilful mariners : 
yet> as soon as the first division of the Goths 
had embarkedj a sudden tempest arose, which 
sunk or scattered many of the transports : th^ir 
courage was daunted by the terrors of a new 
element; and the whole design was defeated 
by the premature death of Alaric> which fixed, 
after a short illness, the fetal term of his con- 
quests. The ferocious character of the barba- 
rians was displayed in the funeral of a hero, 
whose valour and fortune they celebrated with 
mournful applause. By the labour of a captive 
multitude they forcibly diverted the course of 
the Buifentinus, a small river that washes the 
walls of Consentia. The royal sepulchre, 
adorned with the splendid spoils and trophies 
of Rome, was constructed in the vacant bed j 
the waters were then restored to their natural 



channel^ and the secret spot^ where the remaini 
of Alarie had been deposited, was for ever con- 
cealed by the inhuman massacre of the prisoners 
who had been employed to execute the work." 
— See the Decline and Fall of the Roman Em- 
pire, VoL 5, page 329. 
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HEABD ye the Gothic trumpet's blast > 
The march of hosts> as Alaric pass*d ? 
His steps have tracked that glorious dime. 
The birth-place of heroic time ; 
But he, in northern deserts bred. 
Spared not the living for the dead, ' 
Nor heard the voice, whose pleading cries 
From temple and from tomb arise^ 
He passed — the light of burning fanes 
Hath been his torch o*er Grecian plains ; 
And woke they not — the brave, the free. 
To guard their own Thermopylae ? 
And left they not their silent dwelling, 
A\Tien Scythia's note of war was swelUng ? 

N 
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No ! where the bold Three Hundred slept, 
S«d freedom battled not — ^but wept ! 
For nerveless then the Spartan*s hand. 
And Thebes could rouse no Sacred Band ; 
Nor one high soul from slumber broke. 
When Athens own*d the northern yoke. 

But was there none for thee to dare 
The conflict, scorning to despair ? 
O city of the seven proud hills ! 
Whose name e*en yet the spirit thrills. 
As doth a clarion's battle-call. 
Didst thou too, ancient empress, fall ? 
Did no Camillus from the chain 
Bansom thy Capitol again ? 
Oh ! who shall tell the days to be. 
No patriot rose to bleed for thee ? 

Heard ye the Gotliic trumpet's blast ? 
The march of hosts, as Alaric pass*d > 
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That fearful sound, at midnight deep,* 

Burst on th' eternal city's sleep : 

How woke the mighty } She, whose will 

So long had bid the world be still. 

Her sword a sceptre, and her eye 

Th* ascendant star of destiny ! 

She woke — ^to view the dread array 

Of Scythians rushing to their prey. 

To hear her streets resound the cries 

Four*d from a thousand agonies ! 

While the strange light of flames, that gave 

A ruddy glow to Tyber's wave. 

Bursting in that terrific hour 

From fane and palace, dome and tower, 

ReveaPd the throngs, for aid divine 

Clinging to many a worshipp'd shrine ; 

Fierce fitful radiance wildly shed 

0*er spear and sword, with carnage red. 

Shone o*er the suppliant and the flying. 

And kindled pyres for Romans dying. 

n2 
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Weep, Italy ! alas ! that e'er 
Should tears alone thy wrongs declare ! 
The time hath been when thy distress 
Had roused up empires for redress ! 
Now, her long race of glory run> 
Without a combat Rome is won. 
And from her plunder*d temples forth 
Rush the fierce children of the north. 
To share beneath more genial skies 
Each joy their own rude cHme denies. 

Ye who on bright Campania's shore 
Bade your fair villas rise of yore. 
With all their graceful colonnades. 
And crystal baths, and myrtle shades. 
Along the blue Hesperian deep, 
AMiose glassy waves in sunshine sleep \ 
Beneath your oHve and your vine 
Far other inmates now recHne, 
And the ttdl plane, whose roots ye fed 
With rich libations duly Shed,s 
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0*er guestSj unlike your vanish'd friends^ 
Its bowery canopy extends : 
For them the southern heaven is glowing. 
The bright Falernian nectar flowing ; 
For them the marble halls unfold. 
Where nobler beings dwelt of old. 
Whose children for barbarian lords 
Touch the sweet lyre's resounding chords. 
Or wreaths of Psstan roses twine. 
To crown the sons of Elbe and Rhine. 

Yet though luxurious they repose 
Beneath Corinthian porticoes. 
While round them into being start. 
The marvels of triumphant art j 
Oh ! not for them hath genius given 
To Parian stone the fire of heaven. 
Enshrining in the forms he wrought 
A bright eternity of thought. 
In vain the natives of the skies 
In breathing marble round them rise. 
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Where mortal foot may never tread 
Above a victor-mqtiarch*8 bed. 
Let not his royal dnst be hid 
*Neath star-aspiring pyramid 3 
Nor bid the gathered mound arise^ 
To bear his memory,to the skies. 
Years roll away — oblivion claims 
Her triumph o*er heroic names ; 
And hands profane disturb the clay 
That once was fired with glory*s ray ; 
And Avarice, fj^va their secret gloom^ 
Drags e*en the treasures of the tomb. 
But thou, O leader of the free ! 
That general doom awaits not thee ! 
Thou, where no step may e*er intrude^ 
Shalt rest in regal solitude. 
Till, bursting on thy sleep profound. 
Til' Awakener*s final trumpet sound. 

Turn ye the waters from their course. 
Bid Nature yield to human force. 
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And hollow in the torrent's bed 
A chamber for the mighty dead. 
The work is done — the captive's hand 
Hath well obey'd his lord's command. 
Within that royal tomb are cast 
The richest trophies of the past^ 
The wealth of many a stately dome. 
The gold and gems of plunder'd Rome ; 
And when the midnight stars are beaming, 
And ocean-waves in stillness gleaming. 
Stem in their grief, his warriors bear 
The Chastener of the Nations there ; 
To rest, at length, from victory's toil. 
Alone, with all an empire's spoil ! 

Then the freed cmrent's rushing wave. 
Rolls o'er the secret of the grave ; 
Then streams the martyr'd captives' blood 
To crimson that sepulchral flood, 
AVhose conscious tide alone shall keep 
The mystery in its bosom deep. 
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Time hath past on since then — and swept 
From earth the mns where heroes slept 3 
Temples of gods, and domes of kings. 
Are mouldering with forgotten things j 
Yet shall not ages e*er molest 
The viewless home of Alaric*s rest : 
Still rolls, like them, th* unfailing river. 
The guardian of his dust for ever. 



NOTES. 



Note 1, page 177, line 6. 
Spartd not the living for the dead. 

After the taking of Athens bj S^Ua, <* though sach numbers 
iwere put to the sword, there were as many who laid violent hands 
upon themselves in grief for their sinking country. What reduced 
the best men among them to this despair of finding any mercy or 
moderate terms for Athens, was the well-known cruelty of Sylla; 
yet partly by the intercession of Midias and Calliphon, and the 
exiles who threw themselves at his feet, partly by the entreaties 
of the senators who attended him in that expedition, and being 
himself satiated with blood besides, he was at last prevailed upon 
to stop his band, and in compliment to the ancient Atbenians, he 
said, <* he forgave the many for the sake of the few, the Iwingfor 
the dead.**— -Plutarch. 

Note 2, page 179, line 1. 
That fearful 9ound, at midnight deep. 

" At the hour of midnight, the Salarian gate was silently opened* 
and the inhabitants were awakened by the tremendous sound of 
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the Gothic trampct. Eleven hundred and lixfy-three yean after 
the foondatioii of Rome, the imperial city, ivhich had subdued 
and ctviliied lo considerable a portion of mankind, was delivered 
to the licentious fury of the tribes of Germany and Scy thia." — 
Decline and Fall of the Raman Empire, Vol. 5, p. 31 1. 

Kote 3, page 180, line last 
With rich libations duty iked, 
Tlie plane>tree was much cultivated among the Romans, on 
accmuit of its extraordinary shade; and they used to nourish it 
with wine instead of water, believing (as Sir W. Temple observes) 
that ** this tree loved that liquor as well as tliose who used to 
driuk under its shade.*' — See the notes to MeUnoth^t PUntf. 

Note 4, page 182, line 14. 
Soon shall the Isle of Ceres weep- 
Sicily was anciently considered as the favoured aad peculiar 
dominion of Ceres. 
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^ This governor^ who had braved death when it was 
at a distance/ and protested that the sun should 
never see him survive Carthage^ this fierce 
Addrubal^ was so mean-spirited^ as to come 
alone^ and privately throw himself at the con- 
queror's feet. The general^ pleased to see his 
proud rival humbled^ granted his life, and 
kept him to grace his triumph. The Cartha- 
ginians in the citadel no sooner understood 
that their conunander had abandoned the place, 
than they threw open the gates, and put the 
proconsul in possession of Byrsa. The Romans 
had now no enemy to contend with but the 
nine hundred deserters, who, being reduced to 
despair, retired into the temple of Esculapius, 
which was a second citadel within the first: 
there the proconsul attacked them; and these 
unhappy wretches, finding there was no way to 



escape^ set fire to the temple. As the flamea 
spread, they retreated fjrom one part to another^ 
till they got to the roof of the building : there 
Asdrubal*s wife appeared in her best apparel^ 
as if the day of her death had been a day of 
triumph; and after having uttered the most 
bitter imprecations against her husband^ whom 
she saw standing below with Emilianus^ — ' Base 
coward !' said she> * the mean things thou hast 
done to save thy life shall not avail thee y thou 
shalt die this instant^ at least in thy two children.* 
Having thus spoken^ she drew out a dagger, 
stabbed them both, and while they were yet 
struggling for life, threw them from the top of 
the temple, and leaped down after them into 
the fiame8"'-;~Ancient Universal History. 



WIFE OF ASDRUBAL. 



THE Sim sets brightly— -but a ruddier glow 
O'er Afric's heaventhe flames of Carthage throw ; 
Her walls have sunk^ and pyramids of Are 
la lurid splendor from her domes aspire i 
Sway'd by the wind, they wave — while glares the sky 
As when thp desert's red Simoom is nigh ; 
The sculptured altar> and the piUar*d hall> 
Shine out in dreadful brightness ere they fidl 3 
Far o'er the seas the light of ruin streams. 
Rock, wave, and isle, are crimson'd by its beams } 
While captive thousands, bound in Roman ehains. 
Gaze in mute horror on their burning £anes ; 
And shouts of triumph, echoing far around. 
Swell from the victor's tents with ivy crown'd.* 

* It was a Roman custom to adorn the tents of Tictors with 

ivy. ^ 
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But mark! from yon &ir tanple*s loftiest height 
What towering fonn bursts wildly on the sights 
All regal in magnificent attiret. 
And sternly beauteous in terrific ire ? 
She might be deem'd a Pythia in the hour 
Of dread communion and delirious power; 
A being more than earthly> in whose eye 
There dwells a strange and fierce ascendancy. 
The flames are gathering round-^intensdy bright. 
Full on her features glares their meteor-light. 
But a wild courage sits triumphant there. 
The stormy grandeur of a proud despair ; 
A daring spirit, in its woes elate. 
Mightier than death, untameable by fate. 
The dark profusion of her locks unbound. 
Waves like a warrior's floating plumage round -, 
Flush*d is her cheek, inspired her haughty mien. 
She seems th* avenging goddess of the scene. 

Are those her in&nts, that with suppliant-cry 
Cling round her, shrinking as the flame draws nigh. 
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Clasp with their feeble hands her gorgeous vest. 
And fain would rush for shelter to her breast ? 
Is that a mother's glance, where stem disdain. 
And passion awfully yindictiye, reign ) 

Fix'd is her^ye on Asdrubal, who stands. 
Ignobly safe, amidst the conquering bands 3 
On him, who left her to that burning tomb. 
Alone to share her children's martyrdom } 
Who when his country perish'd, fled the strife. 
And knelt to win the worthless boon of life. 
*' Live, traitor, live !" she cries, '^ since dear to thee, 
£*en in thy fetters, can existence be I 
Scom*d and dishonoured, live ! — with blasted name. 
The Romsin's triumph not to grace, but shame. 
O sla^ in spirit ! bitter be thy chain 
With tenfold anguish to avenge my pain ! 
Still may the jnands of thy children rise 
To chase calm slumber from thy wearied eyes ^ 

o2 
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Still may their voices on the haunted air 

In fearful whispers tell thee to despair^ 

Till vain remorse thy wither*d heart consume. 

Scourged by relentless shadows of the tomb ! 

£*en now my sons shall die— and thou> their sire. 

In bondage safe, shalt yet in them expire. 

Think*st thou I love them not ?— Twas thine to fly — 

^is mine with these to suffer and to die. 

Behold their fate ! — ^the arms that cannot save 

Have been their cradle, and shall be their grave.** 

Bright in her hand ^e lifted dagger gleams. 

Swift from her children's hearts the life-blood. 

streams; 
With frantic laugh she clasps them to the breast 
Whose woes and passions soon shall be at rest ; 
Lifts one appealing, frenzied glance on high, 
then deep midst rolling flames is lost to mortal eye. 



HELIODORUS IN THE TEMPLE. 



Fbom Maccabees, book 2, chapter 3.— 21. *' Then it 
would have pitied a man to see the falling down 

^ of the multitude of all sorts, and the fear of the 
high priest, being in such an agony. — 22. They 
then called upon the Almighty Lord to keep the 
things conmiitted of trust safe and sure, for 
those that had committed them. — 23. Never- 
theless Heliodorus executed that which was de- 
creed. — 24. Now as he was there present himself 
with his guar4 about the treasury, the Lord of 
Spirits, and the Prince of all Power, caused a 
great apparition, so that all that presumed to 
come in with him were astonished at the power 
of God, and fainted^ and were sore afraid. — 25. 
For there appeared imto them an horse with £i 
terrible rider upon him, and adorned with a very 
fair covering, and he ran fiercely, and smote at 
Heliodorus with his forefeet, and it seemed 



that he that sat upon the horse had complete 
harness of gold. — 26. Moreover^ two other young 
men appeared before him^ notable in strength^ 
excellent in beauty> and comely in apparel^ who 
stood by him on either side^ and scourged him 
continually^ and gave him many sore stripes. — 
27* And Heliodorus fell suddenly to the groimd> 
and was compassed with great darkness 5 but 
they that were with him took him up> and put 
him into a litter. — ^^8. Thus him that lately 
came with great train^ and with all his guard 
into the said treasury, they carried out, being 
unable to help himself ydth his weapons, and 
manifestly they acknowledged the power of 
God.— *29. For he by the hand of God was cast 
down, and lay speechless, without all hope of 
life." 



HELIODORUS IN THE TEMPLE. 



A SOUND of woe in Salem ! — mournful cries 
Rose from her dwellings — ^youtliful cheeks were 
pale^ 

Tears fiowi9g fast from dim and ag^ eyes^ 
And voices mingling in tumultuous wail 5 

H%ads raised to heaven in agony of prayer^ 

And p9werless wraths and terror^ and despair. 

Thy daughters, Judah ! weeping, laid aside 
The regal splendor of their fair array. 

With the rude sackcloth girt their beauty's pride. 
And thronged the streets in hurrying, wild dismay; 

While knelt thy priests before his awful shrine. 

Who made, of old, renown and empire thine. 
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But on the spoiler moves — the temple's gate. 
The bright, the beautiful, hi? guards unfold. 

And all the scene reveals its solemn state. 

Its courts and pillars, rich with sculptured gold > 

And man, with eye unhallowed, views th' abode^ 

The sever'd spot, the dwelling-place of God. 

Where art thou. Mighty Presence ! that of yore 
Wert wont between the cherubim to rest, 

Veil*d in a doud of glory, shadowing b*er 
Thy sanctuary the chosen and the blest ? 

Thou ! that didst make fair Sion's ark thy throne. 

And caU the oracle's recess thine own I 

Angel of God ! that through th* Assyrian host. 
Clothed with the darkness of the midnight-hour. 

To tame the proud, to hush th' invader's boast, 
.Didst pass triumphant in avenging power. 

Till burst the dayspring on the silent scene. 

And death alone reveal'd where thou hadst been. 



H^LIODORUS IK THE TEMPLfi. 903' 

Wilt thou not wake^ O Chastener ! in ihf mighty 
To guard thine ancient and majestic hill^ 

Where oft from heaven the full Shechinah's light 
Hath stresuoi'd the house of holiness to fill ? 

Oh ! yet once more defend thy loved domain^ 

Eternal one ! Deliverer ! rise again ! 

Fearless of thee, the plunderer, undismay*d. 
Hastes on, the sacred chambers to explore 

Where the bright treasures of the fane are laid. 
The orphan's portion, and the widow's store 5 

What recks his heart though age unsuccour*d die. 

And want consume the cheek of infancy 1 

Away, intruders 1 — hark ! a mighty sound ! 

Behold, a burst of light ! — away, away ! 
A fearful glory fills the temple round, 

A vision bright in terrible array ! 
And lb ! a steed of no terrestrial frame. 
His path a whirlwind, and his breath a flame ! 
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His nedc is clothed with thunder *— and his mane 
Seems waving fire— the kindling of his eye 

Is as a meteor — ardent with disdain 
His glance — ^his gesture, fierce in majesty ! 

Instinct with light he seems, and form*d to bear 

Some dread archangel through the fields of air. 

But who is he, in panoply of gold. 

Throned on that burning charger >-*-bright his 
form. 
Yet in its brightness awful to behold. 

And girt with all the terrors of the storm ! 
lightning is on his hehnet*s crest — and fear 
Shrinks fi'om the splendor of his brow severe. 

And by his side two radiant warriors stand 
All-arm*d, and kingly in commanding grace— 



* ^ Hast thoa given the horse strength ? Hast thou clothed his 
neck with thunder?*'— Jo6, chapter 39, verte 19. 
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Oh! morethanldiigly>go£]ke!— Sternly grand 

Their port indignant^ and each dazzling &ce 
Beams ivith the heauty to immortals giTen> 
Magnificent in all the wrath of heaven. 

Then sinks each gazer*s heart— each knee is bow*d 
In trembling awe — ^but, as to fields of fights 

Th* imearthly war-steed^ rushing through the 
crowd. 
Bursts on their leader in terrific might 5 

And the stern angels of that dread abode 

Pursue its plimderer with the scourge of God. 

Darkness — ^thick darkness !-r-low on earth he lies. 

Bash Heliodorus — motionless and pale- 
Bloodless his cheek, and o*er his shrouded eyes 

Mists, as of death, suspend their shadowy veil ; 
And thus th' oppressor, by his fear-struck train. 
Is borne from that inviolable fuie. 
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The light returns — the warriors of the sky 
Have pass*d^ with all their dreadful ponqi^ away 3 

Then wakes the timbrel^ swdls the song on high 
Trimnphant^ as in Judah*s elder day 3 

Rejoice, O city of the sacred hill! 

Salem, exult ! thy God is with thee still. 



NliiHT-SCENE IN GENOA. 



»0II 6ISMONDI*8 *' RE^UBLIQI/E8 ITALIBNNB8." 

** En mdme temps que les G^ois poursuivoient 
avec ardeur la guerre contre Pbe, ils Violent 
dechires eux-mSmes par une discorde civtte. 
Left consuls de Tannee 1169, pour retablir la 
paix dans leur patrie^ au milieu des fections 
sourdes k leur voix et plus puissantes qu'eux, 
furent obliges d*ourdir en quelque sorte une 
conspiration. lis commengdrent par s*assurer 
secrdtement des dispositions pacifiques de plu- 
sieurs des citoyens^ qui cependant ^toient en- 
traines dans les 6meutes par leur parent^ avec 
les chda de faction ; puis^ se concertant avec le 
venerable yieillard> Hugues^ leur archev^ue^ ils 
firent^ long-temps avant le lever du soleil> ap- 
peler qu son dea cloches les dtoyens au parle- 
ment > ils se flattoient que la surprise et Talarme 
de cette convocation inattendue> au milieu de 
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robscurit6 de la nuit^ rendroit Tassemblee et 
plus compldte et plus docile. Les dtoyens^ en 
accourant au parlement general, virent, au 
milieu de la place publique> le vieil archev^ue, 
entoure de son clerg6 en habit de ceremonies, 
et portant des torches allumles^ tandis que les 
reliques de Saint Jean Baptiste, le protecteur le 
G^e8> etoient expos^ devant lui, et que les 
citoyens les plus respectables portoient a leurs 
mains des croix suppliantes. Des que I'as- 
semblee fut formee, le vieiUard se leva, et de 
sa voix cassee U conjura les chefs de parti, au 
nom du Dieu de paix, au nom du salut de leurs 
ames, au nom de leur patrie et de la liberie, 
dont leurs discordes entraineroient la mine, de 
jurer sur T^vangile Toubli de leurs quereUes, et 
la paix k venir. 
' Les herauts, dds qu*il cut fini de parler, s*avan- 
cdrent aussitot vers Roland Avogado, le chef 
de Tune des factions, qui 6toit present h Fas- 



semblee^ ^t^ secondes par les acclamations de 
tout le peuple> et par les prieres de ses parens 
eax-m^es> ils le sommdrent de se conlbrmer 
au voeu des consuls et de la nation. 

** Roland^ d leur approche^ d^chira ses habits^ et^ 
s*a8seyant par terre en versant des larmes^ il 
appela d haute voix les morts qu'il aroit jur6 
de yenger^ et qui ne lui permettoient pas de 
pardonner leurs vieilles offenses. Comme on 
ne pouToit le determiner k s^avanger^ les consuls 
eux-m^es^ Tarchev^que et le derge^ s*appro- 
ch^rent de lui, et, renouvelant leurs pridres, 
ils Tentrain^rent enfin, et lui firent jurer sur 
Tevangile Toubli de ses inimiti6s pass^es. 

'' Les chefis du parti contraire, Foulques de Castro, 
et Ingo de Volta, n'^ient pas pr6sens ^ Tas- 
sembl£e> mais le peuple et le derge se portdrent 
en foule d leurs maisons > ils les trouv^nt dejii 
ebranl^s par ce qu'ils venoient d'apprendre, et, 
profitant de leur emotion, ils leur firent jurer 
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une reconciliation sinc^^ et donner le baiser 
de paix aux chefs de la fiiction opposee. Alors 
les cloches de la ville sonn&rent en temoignage 
d'allegresse^ et 1' archev^que de retour sur la 
place publique entonna un Te Deum avec tout 
le peuple^ en honneur du Dieu de paix qui avoit 
8auy6 leur patrie.'* — Histoire des RepMiques 
ItaUennes, vol, ILpage 149—50. 



NIGHT-SCENE IN GENOA. 



IN Genoa^ when the sunset gave 
Its last warm purple to the wave. 
No sound of war, no voice of fear. 
Was heard, announcing danger near : 
Though deadliest foes were there, whose hate 
But slumber'd till its hour of fate. 
Yet calmly, at the twilight's close. 
Sunk the wide city to repose. 

But when deep midnight reign*d around. 
All sudden woke the alarm-bell's sound. 
Pull swelling, while the hollow breeze 
Bore its dread summons o'er the seas. 
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Thai, Genoa^ from their slumber started 
Thy sons^ the free> the fearless hearted 5 
Then mingled with th' awakening peal 
Voices^ and steps^ and dash of steel. 
Arm, warriors, arm ! for danger caUs, 
Arise to guard your natiye walls ! 
With breathless haste the gathering throng 
Hurry the echoing streets along ^ 
Through darkness rushing to the scene 
Where their bold councils still convene. 
— But there a blaze of torches bright 
Pours its red radiance on the night, 
0*er &ne, and dome, and column playing. 
With every fitful night-wind swaying. 
Now floating o*er each tall arcade. 
Around the pillared scene display*d. 
In light relieved by depth of shade ; 
And now, with ruddy meteor-glare. 
Full streaming on the silvery hair 
And the bright cross of him who stands. 
Rearing that sign with suppliant hands. 
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Girt with his consecrated train^ 
The hallow'd servants of the fiane. 

Of life*s past woes^ the fading trace 

Hath given that aged patriarch's face 

Expression holy^ deep^ resign'd^ 

The cabn sublimity of mind. 

Years o*er his snowy head have pass*d^ 

And left him of his race the last > 

Alone on earth— yet still his mien 

Is bright with majesty serene 5 

And those high hopes> whose guiding-star 

Shines from th* eternal worlds afar> 

Have with that light illumed his eye, 

Whose fount is immortality. 

And o'er his features pour'd a ray 

Of glory, not to pass away. 

He seems a being who hath known 

Communion with his God alone. 

On earth by nought but pity's tie 

Detained a moment from on high ! 
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One to sublimer worldd allied^ 
One^ from all passion purified^ 
£*en now half mingled with, the sky. 
And all prepared— oh ! not to die- 
But, Hke the prophet, to aspire. 
In heaven's triumphal car of fire. 

He speaks—and from the throi^ aroimd 
Is heard not e*en a whisper*d soimd} 
Awe-struck each heart, and fix*d each glance. 
They stand as in a spell-bound trance : 
He speaks— oh ! who can hear nor own 
The might of each prevailing tone ? 

" Chieftains and warriors ! ye, so long 
Aroused to strife by mutual wrong. 
Whose fierce and far-transmitted hate 
Hath made your country desolate ; 
Now by the love ye bear her name. 
By that pure spark of holy flame 



NIOHT-SCEN£ IN GENOA. 217 

On freedom's altar brightly burning, , 
But, once extinguish'd-— ne'er returning -, 
By all your hopes of bliss to come 
When burst the bondage of the tomb 3 
By Him, the God who bade us live 
To aid each other, and forgive 5 
I call upon ye to resign 
Your discords at your country's shrine. 
Each ancient feud in peace atone. 
Wield your keen swords for her alone. 
And swear upon the cross, to cast 
Oblivion's mantle o'er the past." 

No voice replies — the holy bands 
Advance to where yon chieftain stands. 
With folded arms and brow of gloom, 
O'ershadow'd by his floating plume. . 
To him they lift the cross — in vain — 
He turns— oh ! say not with disdain. 
But with a mien of liaughty grief. 
That seeks not, e'en from heaven, relief : 
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He rends his robes— he sternly speaks — 
Yet tears are on the warrior's cheeks. 

'^ Father ! not thus the wounds may dose 

Inflicted by eternal foes. 

Deem*st thou /Ay mandate can dSace 

The dread volcano's burning trace ? 

Or bid the earthquake's ravaged scene 

Be^ smiling, as it once hath been ? 

No ! — ^for the deeds the sword hath done 

Foigiveness is not lightly won ; 

The words, by hatred spoke, may not 

Be, as a summer breeze, forgot ! 

'Tis vain— we deem the war-feud's rage 

A portion of our heritage. 

Leaders, now slumbering with their feme. 

Bequeathed us that undying flame; 

Hearts that have long been still and cold 

Yet rule us from their silent mould. 

And voices, heard on earth no more. 

Speak to our spirits as of yore. 
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Talk not of mercy— blood alone 
The stain of bloodshed may atone ; 
Nought else can pay that mighty debt^ 
The dead forbid us to forget." 

He pauses— from the patriarch^s brow 
There beams more lofty grandeur now ^ 
His reverend form> his aged hand^ 
Assume a gesture of command^ 
His voice is awfiil^ and bis eye 
Fill*d with prophetic majesty. 

'' The dead ! — and deem'st thou they retain 

Aught of terrestrial passion's stain ? 

Of guilt incurred in days gone by^ 

Aught but the fearful penalty ? 

And say'st thou> mortal ! blood alone 

For deeds of slaughter may atone ? 

There hath been blood — by HIM *twas shed 

To expiate every crime who bled ; 
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Th* absolving God who died to save. 

And rose in victory from the grave ! 

And by that stainless offering given 

Alike for all on earth to heaven ; 

By that inevitable hour 

When death shall vanquish pride and power. 

And each departing passion's force 

Concentrate all in late remorse } 

And by the day when doom shall be 

Passed on earth's millions, and on thee. 

The doom that shall not be repealed. 

Once utter'd, and for ever sealed -, 

I summon thee, O child of day ! 

To cast thy darker thoughts away. 

And meet thy foes in peace and love. 

As thou would'st join the blest above." 

Still as he speaks, unwonted feeling 
Is o'er the chieftain's bosom stealing -, 
Oh ! not in vain the pleading cries 
Of anxious thousands round him rise. 
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He yields— Klevotion*s mingled sense 
Of faiths and fear^ and penitence^ 
Pervading all bis soul^ he bows 
To offer on tbe cro^s bis vows> 
And tbat best incense to tbe skies^ 
Eacb evil passion's sacrifice. 

Tben tears firom warriors* eyes were flowing^ 
Higb bearts witb soft emotions glowing^ 
Stem foes as long-loved brothers greetings 
And ardent throngs in transport meetings 
And eager footsteps forward pressings 
And accents loud in joyous blessing 5 
And when their first wild tumults cease^ 
A thousand voices echo " Peace !" 

Twilight's dim mist hath roll*d away^ 
And the rich Orient bums with day 5 
Then^ as to greet the sunbeam's births 
Rises the choral hymn of earth ; 



222 KIGHT-8CENE IN GEKOA. 

Th' exulting strain through Genoa swelling. 

Of peace and holy rapture telling. 

Far float the sounds o'er vale and steep. 

The seaman hears them on the deep. 

So mellow'd by the gale^ they seem 

As the wild music of a dream; 

But not on mortal ear alone 

Peals the triumphant anthem's tone^ 

For beings of a purer sphere 

Bend with celestial joy, to hear. 



THE TROUBADOUR, 



AND 



RICHARD CCEUR DE LION. 



*» j^^T only the place of Richard's confinement/* 
(when thrown into prison by the Duke of Aus- 
tria) *' if We believe the literary history of the 
tiines> but even the lircumstance of his captivity. 
Was carefuJiy concealed by his vindictive ene- 
mies : and both might have remsdned unknown 
but for the gi^teful attachment of a Froven9al 
bard, or minstrel, named Bloiidel, who had 
shared that prince's friendship, and tasted his 
bounty. Having travelled over all the European 
continent to learn the destiny of his beloved 
patron, Blondel accidentally got intelligence of 
a certain castle in Germany, where a prisoner 
of distinction was confined, and guarded with 
great vigilance. Persuaded by a secret impulse 
that this prisoner was the King of England, the 
minstrel repaired to the place -, but the gates of 
the castle were shut against him, and he» could 
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obtain no information relative to the name or 
quality of the unhappy person it secured. In 
this extremity, he bethought himself of an exr 
pedient for making the desired discovery. He 
chanted, with a loud voice, some verses of a 
song which had been composed partly by him- 
self, partly by Richard 5 and to his unspeakable 
joy, on making a pause, he heard it re-echoed 
and continued by the royal captive.— -(Hist. 
Troubadotu*s.) To this discovery the English 
monarch is said to have eventually owed his 
release.'*— iSee Russell's Modem Europe, vol. h 
p. 369. 
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THE Troubadour o'er many a plain 

Hath roam'd unwearied, but in vain. 

O'er many a rugged mountain-scene. 

And forest-'wild, his track hath been ; 

Beneath Calabria's glowing sky 

He hath sung the songs of chivalry. 

His voice hath swell'd on the Alpine breeze. 

And rung through the snowy Pyrenees 3 

From Ebro's banks to Danube's wave. 

He hath sought his prince, the loved, the brave, 

And yet, if stiU on earth thou art, 

O monarch of the lion-heart ! 
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The fiiithful spirit, which distress 
But heightens to devotedness. 
By toil and trial Tanqoish^d not> 
Shall guide thy minstrd to the spot 

He hath reach*d a mountain hung with vine. 
And woods that wave o*er the lovely Rhine ; 
The feudal towers that crest its height 
Frown in unconquerable might > 
Dark is their aspect of suQen state. 
No helmet hangs o'er the massy gate^ 
To bid the wearied pilgrim rest. 
At the chieftain's board a wdeome guest; 
Vainly rich evening's parting smile 
Would chase the gloom of the haughty jMle, 
That midst bright sunshine lowers on high, 
' like a thunder-doud in a summer-aky. 

Not these the halls where a child of song 
Awhile may speed the hours along -, 
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ft 

Their echos should repeat alone 
The tyrant's mandate^ the prisoner's moan^ 
Or the wild huntsman's bugle-blast^ 
When his phantom-train are hurrying past.* 

The weary minstrel paused — his eye 
RoTed o'er the scene despondingly: 
Witliin the lengthening shadow^ cast 
By the fortress-towers and ramparts Tast> 
Lfingering he gazed — the rocks around 
Sublime in savage grandeur frown'd ; 
Proud guardians of the regal floods 
In giant strength the mountains stood ^ 
By torrents cleft, by tempests riven. 
Yet mingling still with the calm blue heaven. 
Their peaks were bright with a sunny glow. 
But the Rhine all shadowy roll'd below ; 
In purple tints the vineyards smiled, ' 
But the woods beyond waved dark and wild ; 
Nor pastoral pipe, nor convent's beU, 
Was heard on the sighing breeze to swells 
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But all was lonely^ silent^ rude, 
A stern, yet glorious solitude. 

But hark ! that solemn stillness breaking. 
The Troubadour's wild song is waking. 
Full oft that song, in days gone by. 
Hath cheer*d the sons of chivalry 5 
It hath swelled o*er Judah's mountains lone, 
Hermon ! thy echos have leam'd its tone ; 
On the Great Plain' its notes have rung. 
The leagued Crusaders tents among *, 
*Twas loved by the Lion-heart, who won 
The palm in the field of Ascalon; 
And now afiEu* o'er the rocks of Bhine 
Peals the bold strain of Palestine. 

THE TROUBADOUR'S SONG, 

'' Thine hour is come, and the stake is set," 
The Soldan cried to the captive knight, 

** And the sons of the Prophet in throngs are met 
To gase on the fearful sight. 
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*' But be our faith by thy lips profess'd. 

The &ith of Mecca's shrine^ 
Cast down the red-cross that marks thy vest^ 

And life shall yet be thine.*' 

*' I have seen the flow of my bosom's blood. 

And gazed with undaunted eye ; 
I have borne the bright cross through fire and flood. 

And think'st thou I fear to die ? 

** I have stood where thousands, by Salem's towers. 

Have fell'n for the name divine \ 
And the faith that cheer'd thdr closing hours 

Shall be the light of mine.*' 

*' Thus wilt thou die in the pride of health. 
And the glow of youth's fresh bloom ? 

Thou art offer'd life, and pomp, and wealth. 
Or torture and the tomb." 
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'' I have been where the croi?m of tbonis was twined 
* For a dying Saviour's brow ; 
He spum'd the treasures that lure mankind^ 
And I reject them now!" 

" Art thou the son of a noble line 

In a land that is fidr and blest } 
And doth not thy spirit^ proud captive ! pine. 

Again on its shores iio rest } 

" Thine own is the choice to hail once more 

The soil of thy fitthers' birth> 
Or to sleep^ when thy lingering pangs are o'er» 

Forgotten in foreign earth." 

ff Oh ! fidr are the vine-dad hills that rise 

In the country of my love j 
But yety though cloudless my native skies, 

Tl)ere*s a brighter clime above !" 
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The bard hath paused— for another .tone 
Blends with the music of his own -, 
And his heart beats high with hope again^ 
As a well-known voice prolongs the strain. 

'' Are there none within thy father*s hall. 

Far o*er the wide blue main. 
Young Christian ! left to deplore thy fall. 

With sorrow deep and vain V* 

^* There are hearts that still, through all the past. 

Unchanging have loved me well 3 
There are eyes whose tears were streaming fast 

When I bade my hcxne ^urewell. 

*' Better they wept o'er the warrior's bier 

Than th* apostate's living stain 3 
There's a land where those who loved, when here, 

Shall meet to love again." 
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'Tis he ! thy prince— long sought^ long lost. 
The leader of the red-cross host ! 
'Tis he ! — ^to none thy joy betray. 
Young Troubadour ! away, away I 
Away to the island of the brave. 
The gem on the bosom of the wave,^ 
Arouse the sons of the noble soil. 
To win their lion from the toil ; 
And free the wassail-cup shall flow. 
Bright in each hall the hearth shall glow -, 
The festal board shall be richly crown*d. 
While knights and chieftains revel round. 
And a thousand harps with joy shall ring. 
When merry England hails her king. 



NOTES. 



Note I, page 228, liiie 10. 
^0 helmet hangs o'er the massy gate. 

It was a custom in feudal times to himg out a helmet on a castle* 
as a token that strangers were invited to enter, and partake of hos- 
pitality. So in the romance of ' Perceforest, " ils fasoient mettre 
au plus hault de leur hostel un heaubne, en signe que tons les 
gentils hommes et gentilles femmes entrassent hardiment en leur 
hostel comme en leur propre." 

Note 2, page 229, lines 3 and 4.| 
Or the wild huntsman's bugle-hlast. 
When his phantom-train are hurrying past. 

Popular tradition has made several mountains in Germany tho 
haunt of the toUd Jager, or supernatural huntsman — the super- 
stitious tales relating to the Unterburg arp recorded in Eustace^! 
Classical Tour; and it is still believed in the romantic dbtrict cf 
th^ Odenwald, that the knight of Rodenstdn, issuing from h!s 
ruined castie, announces the approach of war by traversing the 
air with a noisy armament to the opposite castle of Schnellerts.— 
^ the ** Manuel pour les Voyageurs swr k Khm," and " Autumn on 
the Rhine.** 
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Note 3, page 830, line 9. 
Oh the Great PTom its nota hone rmg. 
Hie Plain of Esdndon, called by way of enunence the ** Great 
Plain f in Scriptofe, and elsewhere, the " field of Megiddo,** the 
« GaliUean Plain.* This plun, the moft fertile part of all the 
land of Canaan, has been die scene of many a memorable contest 
in the first ages of Jewish history, as well as daring the Bonum 
empire, the Crusades, and even in later times. It has been a 
chosen place for encampment in every contest carried on in this 
ooontiy,irom the days of Nabnchodonosor, king of the Assyrians, 
until the disastroas march of Bonaparte from Egypt into Syria. 
Warriors ont of " every nation which is ander heaven" have 
pitdied their tents upon the Plam of Esdraelon, and have beheld 
the various banners of their nations wet with the dews of Hermon 
and Ilkabdr.— Dr. Clarh^s TnweU. 

Note 4, page 254, line 6. 
7%c gem on the botcm of the waoe, 
" Tins precious stone set in the silver sea.*' 

Shakupwret Rkkard Jl 
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DEATH OF CONRADIN. 



FROM SISMONDI S " REPUBLIQUES ITALIENNE8. 

'' La defaite de Conradin ne devoit mettre une tenne 
ni ^ ses malheurs^ m aux vengeances du roi 
(Charles d'Anjou). L*amour du peuple pour 
I'heritier l%itlme du trdne, avoit 6clat6 d*une 
mani^reeffinyante^ ilpouvoit causer denouvelles 
T6volutions^ si Conradin demeuroit en vie; et 
Charles^ rev^tant sa defiance et sa cruaut6 des 
formes de la justice^ resolut de faire p6rir sur 
Techafaud le dernier rejeton de la Maison de 
Souabe^ Tunique esp6rance de son partL Un 
seul juge provengal et sujet de Charles^ dont les 
historiens n*ont pas voulu conserver le nom^ 
osa voter pour la mort^ d*autres se renferm^ent 
dans un timide et coupable silence ; et Charles^ 
sur rautorit£ de ce seul juge> fit prononcer, 
par Robert de Bari^ protonotaire du royaume^ 
la sentence de niort contre Conradin et tons ses 



compognons. Cette sentence fiit coinmiiniqi]i6e 
il Conradm> comme il jouoit aoit 6chec8 ; oit lui 
laissa pea de temps pour se preparer a son 
ex£cution^ et le d6 d'Octobre, fl ftit conduit, 
arec tons ses amis^ sur la Place dtt Mard)£ de 
Naples^ le long du rivage de la-mer. Charles 
ftoit pr6sent> avec toute sa cour> et uncf foule 
immense entouroit le roi vainqueur et le roi 
condamn6. Conradin 6toit entre les mains des 
bourreaux; il d£tacha lui-m6me son manteau> 
et 8*6tant mis a genoux pour prier^ il se releira 
en s'ecriant: * Gh, ma m^^ quelle proibnde 
douleur te causera la nouveUe qu*on ta te porter 
de moi !' Puis il touma les yeux sur la foule qui 
Tentouroit; il Tit les krmes^ il entendit les 
sanglotff de son peuple^ alors^ dfitachant son 
gant> Q jeta au milieu de ses sujets ce gage 
d*un combat de vengeance^ et rendit sa tite au 
bourreau. Apr^ lui, sur le m6me echa&ud, 
Charles fit trancher la t^ au Due d'Autriche> 



aux Comtes Gualferano et Bartojommeo Lancia, 
et aux Comtes Gerard et Galvano Donoratico 
de Pise. Par un rafinement de cruant6> Charles 
voulut que le premier, fils du s6cond, pr£c6dftt 
son pdre, et mour&t entre ses bras. Les ca- 
davres, d'apr^ ses ordres, furent exdus d'une 
terre sainte, et inhumfe sans pompe sur le 
rivage de la mer. Charles II., cependant fit 
dans la suite, b&tir sur le m^me lieu, une 
%lise de Carmelites, comme pour appaiser ces 
ombres irritees.*' 



DEATH OF CONRADIN* 



NO cloud to dim the splendor of the day 
Which breaks o'er Naples and her lovdy bay> 
And lights that brilliant sea and magic shore 
With every tint that charm'd the great of yore $ 
Th' imperial ones of earth — who proudly bade 
Their marble domes e*en Ocean's realm invade. 

That race is gone — but glorious Nature here 
. Maintains unchanged her own sublime career. 
And bids these regions of the sim display 
Bright hues, surviving empires past away. 

The beam of Heaven expands — its kindling smile 
Reveals each charm of many a &iry isle, 

r3 
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Whose image floats^ in softer colouring drest. 
With all its rocks and vinesj on Ocean's breast* 
Sfiseniun's cape hath caught the tivid ray^ 
On Roman streamers there no more to play; 
Still as of old> mialter^bly bright. 
Lovely it sleeps on Posilippo*s height. 
With all Italia's sunshine to illume 
The ilex canopy of Virgil*s tomb* 
Campania's plains rejoice in light, and spread 
Their gay luxuriance o*er the mighty dead; 
Fair glittering to thine own transparent skies. 
Thy palaces, exulting Naples ! rise ; 
While, fer on high, Vesuvius rears his peak, 
Furrow*d and dark with many a lava streak. 

O ye bright shores of Circe and the Muse ! 
Rich with all Nature's and all fiction's hues ; 
Who shall explore your regions, and declare 
The poet err'd to paint Elysium there ? 
Call up his spirit, wanderer ! bid him guide 
Thy steps, those syren-haunted seas beside. 



THE DEATH OF X^ONRABIK: ^5 

And all the scene a lovelier light shall wear^ 
And spells more potent shall pervade the air. 
What though his dust be scattered, and his urn 
Ix)ng from its sanctuary of slumber torn, ' 
Still dwell the beings of his verse around. 
Hovering in beauty o*er th' enchanted ground j 
His lays are murmur'd in each breeze that roves 
Soft o*er the sunny waves and orange-groves. 
His memory's charm is spread o*er shore and sea. 
The soul, the genius of Parthenope ^ * 

Shedding o'er myrtle-shade and vine-clad hill 
The purple radiance of Elysium still. 

Yet that fair soil and calm resplendent sky 
Have witnessed many a dark reality. 
Oft o'er those bright blue seas the gale hath borne 
The sighs of exiles, never to return.* 
There with the whisper of Campania's gale 
Hath mingled oft affection's funeral-wail. 
Mourning for buried heroes — ^while to her 
That glowing land was but their sepulchre.' 
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And there of old> the dread, mysterious xnoafr 
Swell*d from strange voices of no mortal tone -, 
And that wild trampet> whose nnearthly note 
Was heard, at midnight, o*er the hills to float 
Around the spot where Agrippina died, . 
Denouncing vei^eance on the matricide. 

Fast are those ages— yet another crime. 
Another woe, must stain th* Elysian dime. 
There stands a scaffold on the sunny shore-^ 
It must he crimson*d ere the day is o*er! 
There is a throne in regal pomp array*d>^- 
A scene of death from thence must be survey'd. 
Mark*d ye. the rushing throngs ? — each mien is pa^> 
Each hurried glance reveals a fearfril tale ; 
But the deep workings of th' indignant breast. 
Wrath, hatred, pity, must be all suppressed 5 
The burning tear awhile must check its course^ 
Th* avenging thought concentrate all its force. 
For tyranny is near — and will not brook 
Aught but submission in each guarded look. 



THB DEATH OF COKRADIK. ^7 

Girt Tdtb his fierce Provengals, and with mien 
Austere in triumph^ gazing on the scene^^ 
And in his eye a keen suspicious glance 
Of jealous pride and restless vigilancei 
Behold the conqueror !— vainly in his bee. 
Of gentler feeling hope would ^eek a trace 3 
Cold^ proud, severe, the spirit which hath lent 
Its haughty stamp to each dark lineament ; 
And pleading mercy, in the sternness there. 
May read at once her sentence— to despdr ! 

But thou, &ir boy ! the beautiful, the brave. 
Thus passing from the dungeon to the grave. 
While all is yet around thee which can give 
A charm to earth, and make it bliss to live ; 
Thou on whose form hath dwelt a another's eye, 
TiU the deep love that not with thee shall die 
Hath grown too ftdl for utterance— can it be ? 
And is this pomp of death prepared for theef 
Young, royal Conradin ! who should'st have known 
Of life as yet the sunny smile alone ! 
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Oh ! who can view thee, in the pride and bloom > 
Of you^> airay'd thus richly for the tomb. 
Nor feel, deep-sweUing in his inmost soul. 
Emotions tyranny may ne'er control ? 
Bright victim ! to ambition's altar led, 
Crown*d withallflowersthat hearcn on earth canshed, 
Who> from th* oppressor towering in his pride,. 
May hope for mercy— if to thee denied? 

There is dead silence on the breathless throng,—- 
Dead silence all the peopled shore along. 
As on the captive moves— the only somid. 
To break that calm so fearfully profound. 
The low, sweet murmur of the rippling wave. 
Soft as it glides, the smiling shore to lav^ j 
While on that shore, his own fair heritage. 
The youthful martyr to a tyrant's rage 
Is passing to his fate — ^the eyes are dim 
Which gaze, through tears that dare not flow, on him : 
He mounts the scaffold — doth his footstep fell? 
Doth his lip quiver ? doth his cheek turn pale ? 
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Oh 1 it may be forgiven him> if a thought 
Cling to that world, for him with beauty fraught^ 
To all the hopes that promised Glory's meed> 
And all th* affections that with him shall bleed ! 
If> in his life's young day-spring, while the rose 
Of boyhood on his cheek yet freshly glows. 
One human fear convulse his parting breath. 
And shrink from all the bitterness of deat^ ! 

But no ! — ^the spirit of his royal race 

Sits brightiy on his brow — ^that youthful fkce 

Beams with heroic beauty — and his eye 

Is eloquent with injured majesty. 

He kneels*-but not to man-^his heart shall own 

Such deep submission to his God alone ! 

And who can tell with what sustaining power 

That God may visit him in fete's dread hour? 

How the still voice, which answers every moan. 

May speak of hope> — ^when hope on earth is gone?. 
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That solemn pause is o'er — ^the youth hath given 

Oi)e glance of parting love to earth and heaven 3 

The sun rejoices in th' undouded sky> 

Life all around him glows — and he must die ! 

Yet Wdst his people^ undismayed, he throws 

The gage of vengeance for a thousand woes ; 

Vengeance, that like their own volcano's fire. 

May sleep sUppress'd awhile — but not expire. 

One softer image rises o'er his breast. 

One fond regret, and all shall be at rest ! 

'^ Alas, for thee, my mother ! who shall bear 

To thy sad heart the tidings of despair. 

When thy lost child is gone V* — ^that thought can thrill 

His soul with pangs one moment more shall stiU. 

The lifted axe is glittering in the sun-« 

It falls'— the race of Conradin is run ! 

Yet from the blood which flows that shore to stain, 

A voice shall cry to heaven—- and not in vain ! 

iraze thou, triumphant from thy gorgeous throne. 

In proud supremacy of guilt alone> 
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Charles of Anjou !^but that dread voice shall be 
A fearful siixninoner e*en yet to thee ! 

r 

The scene of death is closed— the throngs depart^ 
A deep stem lesson graved on every heart. 
Nd ix>mp^ no lunend rites, no streaming eyes> 
High-minded boy ! may grace thine obsequies^ 
O vainly royal and beloved ! thy grave, 
Uiisanctified, is bath'd by ocean's wave, 
Maiie*d by.no stone, a rude, neglected spot, 
Unhonour*d, unadom'd — but unforgot; 
For thy deep ^(nrongs in tameless hearts shall live/ 
Now mutely suffering — never to forgive ! 

The sunset fisides from purple heavens away,— ^ 
A bark hath anchor'd in th' unruffled bay; 
Thence on the beach descends a female form,' 
Her mien with hope and tearfrd transport warm y 
But life hath left sad traces on her cheek. 
And her soft eyes a chasten'd heart bespeak. 
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Inured to woes — yet what were all the past ! 

She sunk not feebly 'neath affliction's blasts 

While one bright hope remain*d — ^who now shall tell 

Th* uncrown'd, the widow*d> how her loved-one fell? 

To dasp her child^ to ransom and to save,. 

The mother came — ^and she hath found his grave I 

And by that grave^ transfix*d in speechless griefs 

Whose death-like trance denies a tear's relief. 

Awhile she kneels — tiU roused at length to know. 

To fed the might, the fulness of her woe. 

On the stiU air a voice of ang:uish wild, 

A mother's cry, b heard — '^MyConnu^! my child!" 



NOTES. 



Note 1 , page 345, line 4. 
Lumgfrom its tanctuary cf slumber torn* 

The urn, suppoied to hare contained the ashes of Virgil^ has 
long since been lost. 

Note 8, page 245, line 16. 
The tight rfexUet, never to return, 

Manj Romans oif exalted rank were formerly banished to some 
of the small islands in the Mediterranean, on the coast of Italy. 
Julia, the daughter of Augustus, was confined many years in the 
isle of Pandataria, and her daughter, Agrippina, the widow of 
Crermanicus, afterwards died in exile on the same desokte spot 

Note 3, page S45, lue last 
That glowing land was but thdir sepukkre, 

" Quelques souTemrs da ccsor, qoelques noms de femmes, re- 
clament aussi tos pleors. C'est k Mistoe, dans le lieu m6me oik 
nous sommes, que la Yenve de Pomp^e, Comdlie, oonserra jasqu*i 
la mort son noble deuil; Agrippine pleura long-temps Germanicns 
§nr ces bords. Uo jour, le m&ne assasnn qui lui ravit ion ^poux 
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U trouTa digue de le siuTre. Lite de Nisida fiit t6iiioin des jmHtut 
de Bnitus et de Pofde." — Madame de S&el — O/rvme^ 

Note 4, page 846, line 6. 
. Dentuncing vengeance on the matricide. 

The sight of that coast, and those shores where the crime had 
been perpetrated, filled Nero with continual horrors; besides, 
there were some who imag^ed they heard horrid shrieks and crief 
from Agrippina's tomb, and a mournful sound of tmmpets from 
the neighbouring cliffs and hilb. Nero, therefore, flying from snch 
tragical scenes, withdrew to Naples. — See Andent Univenal ISm^ 
• lory. 

Note 5, page 847, line 9. 
Austere tn triumph, ganng on the tdene. 
** Ce Charles," dit Giovanni Villani, " fut sage et prudent dans 
les conseik, preux dans les armes, ftpre et fort redoute de tous les 
rbirdu monde, magnanime et de hantes pensdes qui I'^galoient 
aux plus,grandes entreprises; in6branlable dans Tadrersit^, ferme 
et fiddle dans toutes ses promesses, parlaut peu et a^^ssant beaocoop, 
ne riant pree^e jamais, decent comme un rel-gieux, z&i catholiqoe, 
&pre a rendre justice, feroce dans ses regards. Sa taille 6toit 
grande ^t nerveuse, sa cooleur olivatre, son nez fort grand. II 
paroissoit plus fait qo'eucun autre chevalier pour la majesty 
royale. II ne dormoit presque point Jamais il ne prit de plaisir 
aux mimes, aux troubadours, et aux gens de coiiX,'*-^Sismondi, 
l^epubliqu^ ItaUennet, vol. 3. - 



NOTES. 355 

Note 6, page 351 » line 15. 
Thence on the beach descends a female farm, 
** The Canniiie (at Naples) calls to mind the bloody catastrophe 
of those royal youths, Conradio and Frederick of Austria, butchered 
before its door. Whenever I traversed that square, my heart 
yearned at the idea of their premature fate, and at the deep 
distress of Conradin's mother, who, landing on the beach with her 
ton's ransom, found only a Ufeless trunk to redeem from the fangs 
of his barbftftms conqueror."— '5win6ume's TrantU in the T190 
Sicilies, 



THE END. 
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